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“You are not going to talk me out of this,” Latiris 
!aid. “So save your breath.” 

“Okay,” Jack said, raising his hands in mock sur 
render. “I promise; no more advice. Now, I’m jus 
interested in watching this story unfold. It’s a paper da 
for me today, so if you don’t mind, I’U watch.” 

“You can do more than that if you want,” Laurii 
said. “You can help.” 

“I’m sensitive about homing in on Lou.” His doubh 
entendre was intended. 

Lou laughed, Laurie blushed, but the comment wem 
unacknowledged. 

“You implied there were other reasons for youi 
interest in this case,” Jack said. “If you don’t mind my 
asking, what arc they,’” 

Launc c.ist a quick glance at Lou that Jack saw but 
couldn’t interpret. 

“Hmmm,” Jack said. “I’m getting the feeling there’s 
iomcthing going on here that isn’t any of my business.” 

“Nothing like that,” Lou volunteered. “It’s just an 
inusual connection. The victim. Carlo Franconi, had 
iken the place of a midlcvcl crime hoodlum named 
'auli Cerino. Cerino’s position had become vacant after 
Jerino was throsvn in the slammer, mostly due to 
aurie’s persistence and hard work. ” 

“And yours, too,” Laurie added as the elevator jerked 
) a stop and the doors opened. 

“Yeali, but mosdy yours,” Lou said. 

The three got off on the basement level and headed 
the direction of the mortuary office. 

“Did the Cerino case involve that series of overdoses 
u’ve made reference to?” Jack asked Laurie. 

“I’m afraid so,” Laurie said. “It was awfiil. Tlic 
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March 3, 1997, 3:30 P.M. 

Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

Given a Ph.D. in molecular biology from MTT that had 
been earned in close cooperation with the Massachusetts 
General Hospital, Kevin Marshall found his squeamish- 
ness regarding medical procedures a distinct em- 
barrassment. Although he’d never admitted it to any 
one, just having a blood test or a vaccination was an 
ordeal for him. Needles were his specific b^te noire. The 
sight of them caused his legs to go rubbery and a cold 
sweat to break out on his broad forehead. Once he’d 
even fainted in college after getting a measles shot. 

At age thirty-four, after many years of postgraduate 
biomedical research, some of it involving live animals, 
he’d expected to outgrow his phobia, but it hadn’t hap- 
pened. And it was for that reason he was not in operating 
room lA or IB at the moment. Instead he’d chosen to 
remain in the intervening scrub room, where he was 
leaning against the scrub sink, a vantage that allowed 
him to look through angled windows into both ORs — 
until he felt the need to avert his eyes. 

The two patients had been in their respective rooms 
for about a quarter hour in preparation for their 
respective procedures. The two surgical teams were 
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the room and say something to the surgeons. Their 
response was to turn in Kevin’s direction and give him 
a thumbs-up sign. Kevin self-consciously returned the 
gesture. 

The surgeons went back to their conversation, but 
the effect of the wordless communication with Kevin 
magnified his sense of complicity. He let go of the scrub 
sink and took a step backward. His unease was now 
tinged with fear. What had he done? 

Spinning on his heels, Kevin fled fi-om the scrub room 
and then from the operating suite. A puff of air followed 
him as he left the nuldly positive pressure aseptic OR 
area and entered his gleaming, futuristic laboratory. He 
was breathing heavily as if out of breath from exertion. 

On any other day, merely walking into his domain 
would have filled him with anticipation just at the 
thought of the discoveries awaiting his magic hand. The 
series of rooms literally bristled with hi-tech equipment 
the likes of which used to be the focus of his fantasies. 

; Now these sophisticated machines were at his beck and 
call, day and night. Absently he ran his fingers lightly 
along the stainless-steel cowlings, casually brushing the 
analogue dials and digital displays as he headed for his 
office. He touched the hundred- and-fifty-thousand- 
doUar DNA sequencer and the five-hundred-thousand- 
doUar globular NMR machine that sprouted a tangle of 
' wires like a giant sea anemone. He glanced at the PCRs, 
whose red lights blinked like distant quasars announcing 
successive DNA-strand doublings. It was an environment 
that had previously filled Kevin with hope and promise. 
But now each Eppendorf microcentrifugc tube and each 
tissue-culture flask stood as a mute reminder of the 
building foreboding he was experiencing. 


^ Robin Cook 

Quietly conversing while siding «?fF to the side. They 
were gowned and gloved and ready to commence. 

Thcrc’d been little technical 'conversation in the Uivs 
except between the anesthcsiolo^st and the ttvo anes- 
thetists as the paticnls>,crc. inducted under gcnerid 
anesthesia. The lone an<!sthcsiologist had slipped back 
and forth between the two rooms to supervise and to 
be available at any sign of trouble. 

But tlrerc was no trouble. .A.t least not yet. Nonethe- 
less Kewn felt anxious To his surpnse he did not 
experience the same sense of triumph he had enjoyed 
during three previous comparable procedures when he’d 
exalted in the power of science and his own creativity. 

Instead of lubilation Kevin felt a mushrooming 
une.ise !hs discomfort had started almost a week pre- 
viousK, hut It was now, watching these patients and 
■ contemplating their ditlercnt prognoses, that Kevin felt 
the disv]uicuidc with disturbing poignancy. The effect 
was similar to Ins ihmking about needles; perspiration 
appeared on liis torehcad and his legs trembled. He had 
to grasp the edge ot the scrub sink to steady himself. 

Jhc door to operating room lA opened suddenly, 
startling Kevin lie was contronted by a figure vv'hosc 
pale blue eves were framed by a hood and a face mask. 
Recognition was rapid It was C'andacc Bnckmann, one 
of the surgical nurses 

^ “The l\'s are all started, and the patients arc asleep,” 
C.and.U'c saul .Are vow sure vou don't want to come 
in^ Vou II be aiilc to sec much better " 

“Thank vou, but I’m line nght here," Kevin said. 

“Suit vourself,” ( andacc said. 

The door swung shut behind (, andace as she returned 
to one ut the surgenes. Kevin watched her scurry across 
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decaying and deserted Spanish colonial to^^■n of Cop in 
the little-known Afirican country of Equatorial Guinea. 
The building was three stories tall. K,e^•^n’s office was on 
^he top floor, facing southeast. From his window he 
;ould see a good portion of the town as it spranied 
laphazardly toward the Estuario del Muni and its con- 
xibutory rivers. 

Some of the neighboring buildings had been reno- 
vated, some were in the process, but most had not been 
touched. A half-dozen pre^^ously handsome haciendas 
were enveloped by vines and roots of vegetation that 
had gone wild. Over the whole scene hxmg the perennial 
mist of super-saturated warm air. 

In the immediate foreground Kevin could see beneath 
the arched arcade of the old town hall. In the shadows 
were the inevitable handful of Equatoguinean soldiers in 
combat fatigues with AK-47s haphazardly slung over 
their shoulders. As usual they were smoking, arguing, 
and consuming Cameroonean beer. 

Finally Kevin let his eyes wander beyond the town. 
He’d been unconsciously avoiding doing so, but now he 
focused on the estuary whose rain-lashed surface looked 
like beaten tin. Directly south he could just make out 
the forested shoreline of Gabon. Looking to the east he 
, followed the trail of islands that stretched toward the 
i interior of the continent. On the horizon he could see 
^ the largest of the islands, Isla Francesca, named by the 
, Pormpesc in the fifteenth century. In contrast to the 
other islands, Isla Francesca had a jungle-covered lime- 
, stone escarpment that ran do^vn its center like the 
backbone of a dinosaur. 


^ n,- ™ the 

mist, he could see what he’d feared he’d see. Just like a 
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The evening commute had been easier than usual, and 
Taylor hadn’t had time to finish his scheduled reading. 
Knowing his employer’s habits, Rodney, his driver, had 
apolo^zed for getting Taylor home so quickly. 

“I’m sure you’ll be able to come up with a significant 
delay tomorrow night to make up,” Taylor had quipped. 
“I’ll do my best,” Rodney had responded. 

So Taylor wasn’t listening to the stereo or watching 
the TVs. Instead he was carefully reading the financial 
report scheduled to be released at the GenSys stock- 
holders’ meeting scheduled the following week. But that 
didn’t mean he was unaware of what was going on 
around him. He was very much aware of the sound of 
the wind, the sputtering of the fire, the music, and alert 
: to the various reporters’ banter on the TVs, So when 
the name Carlo Franconi was mentioned, Taylor’s head 
; snapped up. 

-■ The first thing Taylor did was lift the remote and turn 
up the sound of the central television. It was the local 
, news on the CBS affiliate. The anchors were Jack 
^ Williams and Liz Walker. Jack Williams had mentioned 
the name Carlo Franconi, and was going on to say that 
1^ the station had obtained a videotape of the killing of 
^ this known Mafia figme who had some association with 
rv Boston crime families. 

; “This tape is quite graphic,” Jack warned. “Parental 
^ discretion is recommended. You might remember that a 
V few days ago we reported that the ailing Franconi had 
after his indictment, and many had feared 
pjcs' ^ ^ jumped bail. But then he’d reappeared just yes- 
.] terday wth the news that he’d struck a deal with the 
i ew lork City’s DA’s office to plea-bargain and enter 
the %Mmess-protection program. However, this eveninr^ 
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week ago there was the unmistakable tvisp of smoke 

lazUy undulating toward the leaden sky. 

Kevin slumped into his desk chair and cradled hi. 
head in his hands. He asked himself what he’d done 
Having minored in the Classics as an imdcrgraduatc, h 
knew about Greek myths. Now he questioned if hc’( 
made a Promethean mistake. Smoke meant fire, and h 
had to wonder if it was the proverbial fire inadvertent! 
stolen from the gods. 


6:45 P.M. 

Boston, Massachusetts 

While i colJ March wind rattled the storm svindov 
Tavh ir ntwonshire ( abot reveled in the security at 
warmth of his walnut-paneled study in his sprawUi 
Manchester h\ the Sea home north of Boston, Mass 
chusetts Harnette lasingston Cabot, Taylor’s tvife, v\ 
in the kitshen supervising the final stages of dinn 
scheduled to be servesi at scvcn-thirt}' sharp. 

On the arm o! Taylor’s chair balanced a cut-crysi 
glass ot neat, single malt whiskey. A fire crackled in ti 
fireplace as Wagner piaved on the stereo, the voturi 
turned low In addition there were three, built-in tel 
vnsions tuned respectively to a local news station, CNl 
and ESPN 

Taylor was the picture of contentment. He’d spent 
busy but productis'c day at the w'orld headquarters 
GenSys, a relatively new' biotechnology firm he’d start! 
eight years prcs'iously. The company had constructed 
new building along the Charles River in Boston to ta! 
advantage of tiic proximity of both Harvard and Ml 
for recruitment purposes. 
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information whatsoever. We do know that an autopsv’ is 
:heduled for tomorrow morning, and we assume that 
ailistics will answer the question.” 

Taylor turned down the sound on the television, then 
icked up his drink. Walking to the window, he gazed 
>ut at the angry, dark sea. Franconi’s death could mean 
rouble. He looked at his watch. It was almost midnight 
n West Afiica. 

Snatching up the phone, Taylor called the operator at 
SenSys and told him he wanted to speak with Kevin 
Marshall immediately. 

Replacing the receiver, Taylor returned his gaze out 
the window. He’d never felt completely comfortable 
about this project althou^ financially it was looking 
very profitable. He wondered if he should stop it. The 
phone interrupted his thoughts. 

Picking the receiver back up, Taylor was told that 2vlr, 
Marshall was available. After some static Kevin’s sleepy 
voice crackled over the line. 

“Is this really Taylor Cabot?” Kevin asked. 

“Do you remember a Carlo Franconi?” Taylor 
demanded, ignoring Kevin’s question. 

“Of course,” Kevin said. 

“He’s been murdered this afternoon,” Taylor said. 
“There’s an autopsy scheduled for the morning in Neu* 
York City. What I want to know is, could that be a 
problem?” 

There was a moment of sUence. Taylor was about to 
question whether the connection had been bro.ken v-ter 
Kewn spoke up. 

“Yes, it could be a problem,” Kevin said. 

“Someone could figure out evemhir'r 
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M lost his medical Ucease after having been con- 
)f a major Medicare scam he’d been carrying on 

)zen years. . 

Ho?” Raymond said with a degree of trepidation. 

is is Taylor Cabot. There’s a problem,” 
mond visibly stiffened and his brow ftirrowed. 

[or quickly summarized the Carlo Franconi situ- 
nd his call to Kevin Marshall, 
lis operation is your baby,” Taylor concluded irri- 
'‘And let me warn you; it is small potatoes in the 
scheme of things. If there is trouble. I’ll scrap 
itire enterprise. I don’t want bad publicity, so 
: it.” 

ut what can I do?” Raymond blurted out. 
rankly, I don’t know,” Taylor said. “But you’d 
r think of sometlung, and you’d better do it fast.” 
'hings couldn’t be going any better from my end,” 
lond interjected. “Just today I made posime 
ict Nvith a physician in LA. who treats a lot of 
e stars and wealthy West Coast businessmen. She’s 
ested in setting up a branch in California.” 

Maybe you didn’t hear me,” Taylor said. “There 
going to be a branch anyplace if this Franconi 
)km isn’t resolved. So you’d better get busy. I’d say 
have about twelve hours.” 
he resounding click of the disconnection Rav- 
id’s head jerk. He looked at the phone as if it h^d 
n responsible for the precipitate termination, th- 
versation. The waiter, nho’d retreated to 

itc stance, stepped forward to retrieve the 
ore disappearing. * ‘ 

Trouble?” Darlene questionetl 

“m. /V-Jm T. 
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“It’s possible,” Kevin said. “1 wouldn’t say probable, 

but it is possible.” , 

“1 don’t like possible,” Taylor said. He disconncrtcd 

from Kevin and called the operator back at GenSys. 
Taylor said he wanted to speak immediately to Dr. 
Bayunond Lyons. He emphasized that it w'as an 
emergency. 


New York City 

“Excuse me,” the waiter whispered. He’d .approached 
Dr. Lyons from the left side, basing w aited for a break 
in the conversation the doctor was engaged in with his 
voting, blond assistant and current los’cr, Darlene 
Poison Betsscen his gracefully graying hair and con- 
sersatise apparel, the good doctor looked like the 
quintessential, soap-opera physician. He was in his early 
fifties, tall, tanned, and enviably slender with refined, 
patrician good looks. 

“I'm sorrv to intrude,” die wiiitcr continued. “But 
there IS an emergenev call for you. Can 1 ofrer you our 
cordless phone or would you prefer to use the phone in 
the h-ili.’” 

Raymond's blue eves darted back and fordi between 
Darlene’s adabic but bland face and the considerate 
waiter whose impeccable demeanor reflected Aureole’s 
26 scrMcc rating in Zagat’s restaurant guide. Rayinond 
did not look happy 

“Perhaps 1 should tell them you are not available,” 
the waiter suggested. 

“N’o, I II take the cordless,” Raymond said. He 
couldn t imagine who could be calling him on an emer- 
gency b.isis. Raymond had not been practicing medidne 



12 


Robin Cook 


the quick of his thumb. It was more than trouble. It 
was potential disaster. With his attempts at retnewng his 
medical license tied up in the quagmire of the judiciiU 
system, Ws current work situation was all he had, and 
things had only recently been clicking. It had taken hin 
five years to get where he was. He couldn’t let it all gt 
down the drain. 

“What is it?” Darlene asked. She reached out an< 
pulled Raymond’s hand away from his mouth. 

Raymond quickly explained about the upcominj 
autopsy on Carlo Franconi and repeated Taylor Cabot’ 
tlircat to scrap the entire enterprise. 

“But It's finally making big money,” Darlene said 
“He won’t scrap it ” 

fCivmond gave a shtirt, mirthless laugh. “It isn’t bij 
money to someone like I'avlor Cabot and GenSys,” h 
said “He's! scrap it for certain. Hell, it was difficult t< 
t.ilk him into it in the first place.” 

■■'I hen soil h.ne to tell them not to do tlic autopsy,’ 
Darlene said 

ICumond stared at his companion He knew sh 
meant well, and he'd newer been attracted to her for he 
brain power So he resisteei lashing out But his repi' 
was sarcastic “Ion think I can )iist call up the medica 
examiner's office anil tell them not to do an autopsy 0i 
such a c.ise' Give me a break'” 

“But you know a lot ot important people,” Darlcnt 
persisted. “.Ask them to call ” 

‘Please, dear ” Raymond said condescendingly 
but then he paused He began to think that unxvittingly 
Darlene had a point. .An idea began to germinate. 

“What about Dr Lewtz?” Darlene said. “He was Mr. 
Francom’s doctor. Maybe he could help.” 
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A day later, Jack bought himself a new Carmondale 
mountain bike, and as far as his ftiends were concerned, 
he was up to his old tricks. In reality, he was no longer 
tempting fate by squeezing between speeding deUver>^ 
vans and parked cars; he no longer slaiomed down 
Second Avenue; and for the most part he stayed out of 
Central Park after dark. 

Jack came to a stop at the corner to wait for the 
li^t, and as his foot touched down on the pavement he 
surveyed the scene. Almost at once he became aware of 
a bevy of TV vans with extended antennae parked on 
the east side of First Avenue in front of his destination: 
the Office of the Chief Medical Examiner for the City 
of New York, or what some people called simply, the 
morgue. 

Jack was an associate medical examiner, and he’d been 
in that position for almost a year and a half so he’d seen 
such journalistic congestion on numerous orcssircr. 
Generally it meant that there had been a - 

celebrity, or at least someone made momentsSr frmors 
by the media. If it wasn’t a single death, ^ 
mass disaster like an airplane crash or a -jttscL 

reasons both personal and public Jack it 
former. 


With a green light. Jack pedaled acrocs I 
and entered the morgue through the receir 
Thirtieth Street. He parked his bike 
near the Hart Island coffins used fc" ^ 

and took the elevator up to the f— r 
It was immediately appartrt tc- 
tvas in a minor uproar. cf the W 

busily manning the phone: c— 

they normally didn’t * - ™ 


IT cock. 


'TCCZ': 


CHAPTER ONE 


March 4, 1.997, 7:25 A.M. 

New York City 

jack Stapleton bent over and put more muscle into hi 
pedaling as he sprinted the last block, heading east alonj 
Thirtieth Street, .'\bout fifty- yards from First Avenue h< 
sat up and coa.sted no hands before beginning to brake 
riie upcoming traffic light was not in his favor, and ever 
Jack wasn't cra/y enough to sail out into the mix of cars 
buses, and trucks racing uptown. 

The sveather had warmed considerably and the five 
inches of slush that had fallen two days previously was 
gone sasc tor a tew dirty piles bersveen parked cars. Jack 
was plca.sed the roads were clear since he’d not been able 
to commute on Ins bike for scver.vt days. The bike was 
only three weeks old it was a replacement for one that 
had been stolen a vear prevunisiv 

Onginally, lack had planned on replacing the bike 
immediately. But he'd changed his mind after a terrify- 
ingly close encounter with death made him temporarily 
conservative about nsk. The episode had nothing to do 
with bike nding in the city, but nonetheless it scared httn 
enough to acknowledge that his riding style had been 
deliberately reckless. 

But time dimmed Jack’s fears. Tb' prod came 
when he lost his watch and wallet in : mugging. 
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out his no smoking pronouncement, he was literally 
mobbed. 

Jack had to push the microphones away that were 
thrust into his face. The simultaneous questions pre- 
cluded any real comprehension of what the questions 
were other than about an anticipated autopsy. 

Jack shouted at the top of his lungs that there was no 
smoldng, then had to literally peel hands oflF his arm 
before he was able to get the door closed. On the other 
side the reporters surged forward, pressing colleagues 
roughly against the glass like tomatoes in a jar of pre- 
serves. 

Disgusted, Jack returned to the ID room. 

“Will someone clue me in to what’s going on?” he 
called out. 

Everyone turned in Jack’s direction, but Laurie was 
the first to respond. “You haven’t heard?” 

“Now, wotild I be asking if I’d heard?” Jack said, 

“It’s been all over the TV for crissake,” Calvin 
snapped. 

“Jack doesn’t own a TV,” Laurie said. “His neighbor- 
hood won’t allow it.” 


“Where do you live, son?” Sergeant Murphy asked. 
“Fve never heard of neighbors not allowing each other 
to have a television.” The aging, red-faced, Irish 
policeman had a pronounced paternal streak. He’d been 
assigned to the medical examiner’s office for more years 

foan he was willing to admit and thought of aU the 
employees as family. 

“He lives m Harlem,” Chet said. “Actualivhis neigh- 
bors woo Id love him ,o get a set so ite-,- <Sd 
permanently borrow it.” ^ 
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re awash %vith blinking red lights. Even Sergeant 
irphy’s cubicle was open and the overhead light was 
, and his usual modus operand! was to arrive sometime 
cr nine. 

With curiosity mounting. Jack entered the ID room 
id headed directly for the coffeepot. Vinnic Amendola, 
1C of the mortuary techs, was hiding behind his news- 
aper as per usual. But that was the only normal 
ircumstancc for that time of the morning. Generally 
ack was tlac first patliologist to arnvc, but on this par- 
icular day the deputy chief. Dr, (^ahin \Va.shington, 
"Ir. launc Montgomerv, and Dr C'hct McGovern were 
ilrcadv there The three were invoKed in a deep dis- 
rusMon along uith Sergeant Mtirphv and, to Jack’s 
.urpme, iSetectne i leiitenant I.ou Soldano from homi* 
:ide 1 oil "as a fresjtieiu \isitor to the morgue, but 
ertainis not at sesen thirn in the morning. On top of 
hat, he looked like he’d ncser been to bed, or if he had, 
ic’d slept m his >.l()thes 

lack helped himself to coffee. No one acknowlcdgec 
i.s arrival .\fter adding a dollop of half-and-half as wcl 
> a cube <>t sug.ir to his cup. Jack wandered to tlic dooi 
) the lobby He glanced out, and as he’d expected tlic 
ea VV.1S filled to overflowing with media people talking 
nong themselves and dnnking take-out coffee. What 
: didn’t expect was that many were also smoking ciga- 
ttes Since smoking was stnctly taboo. Jack told Vinnic 
go out tlicre and inform them. 

'lou re closer,” \'innie said, without looking up from 
s newspaper. 

jack rolled his eyes at Vinnic’s lack of respect but had 
admit Vinnic was right. So Jack walked over to the 
:kcd glass door and opened it. Before he could call 
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to blow way out of proportion. We’ve got to apprehend 
the perpetrator or perpetrators ASAP, otherwise heads 
are going to roll.” 

“And not to discourage future potential witnesses,” 
Jack said. 

“Yeah, that too,” Lou said. 

“I don’t know, Laurie,” Calvin said, getting back to 
the discussion they’d been having before Jack’s interrup- 
tion. “I appreciate you coming in early and offering to 
do this autopsy, but maybe Bingham might want to do 
it himself.” 

“But why?” Laurie complained. “Look, it’s a straight- 
forward case, and I’ve recently done a lot of gunshot 
wounds. Besides, tvith Dr. Bingham’s budget meeting 
this morning at City Hall, he can’t be here until almost 
noon. By then I can have the autopsy done and whatever 
information I come up with will be in the hands of the 
police. With their time constraint, it makes the most 
sense.” 

Calvin looked at Lou. “Do you think five or six hours 
uill make a difference with the investigation?” 

“It could,” Lou admitted. “Hell, the sooner the 
autopsy is done the better. I mean, just knowing if wc’rc 
looldng for one or two people will be a big help,” 

Caivin sighed. “I hate this kind of decision.” He 
shifted his massive two-hundred-and-fifty-pound mus- 
cular bulk from one foot to the other. “Trouble is, half 
the time I can’t anticipate Bingham’s reaction, Btit 
what the hell'. Go for it, Laurie. The case is yours.” 

“Thanks, Calrin,” Laurie said gleefully. She .snatched 
.j up the folder from the table. “Is it okay if Ijon observes^” 
; “By all means,” Calvin said. 

“Come on, Loul” Laurie said. She rescued her 
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said. He and hon flanked her as she hurried to the 
autopsy room. “What’s the attraction?” 

“A lot of things,” Laurie said. She reached the elev- 
ator and pressed the button. 

“Give me an example,” Jack said. “I don’t mean to 
rain on your parade, but this is a politically sensitive 
case. No matter what you do or say, you’ll be irritating 
c/->meone. I think Calvin was right. This one ought to 
lone by the chief.” 

You’re entitled to your opinion,” Laurie said. She 
Le button again. The back elevator was inordinately 
/. “But I feel differently. With the work I’ve been 
ig on the forensics of gunshot wounds. I’m fasci- 
:d to have a case where there is a video of the event 
:orroborate my reconstruction of what happened. I 
; planning on writing a paper on gunshot wounds, 

I this could be the crowning case.” 

‘Oh, dear,” Jack moaned, raising his eyes heaven- 
■d. “And her motivations were so noble.” Then 
king back at Laurie he said: “I think you should 
onsider! My intuition tells me you’re only going to 
: yourself into a bureaucratic headache. And there’s 
1 time to avoid it. All you have to do is turn around 
i go back and tell Calwn you’ve changed your min d, 
a warning you, you’re taking a risk.” 

Laurie laughed. “You are the last person to advise me 
out risk.” She reached out and touched Jack on the 
d of his nose with her index finger. “Everyone who 
lows you, me included, pleaded with you not to get 
at new bike. You’re risking your life, not a headache.” 
The elevator arrived, and Laurie and Lou boarded. 
Jack hesitated but then squeezed through the doors just 
before the)' closed. 
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from a chair and started for the door. “Let’s head dov 
stairs, do a quick external exam, and have the body 
rayed. In the confusion last night it apparently was 
done.” 

“I’m right behind you,” Lou said. 

Jack hesitated for a moment then hurried after th( 
He was mystified why Laurie was so interested in do 
the autopsy. From his perspective she would have di 
better to stay clear. Such politically charged cases u 
always hot potatoes. You couldn’t win. 

Laurie was moving quickly, and Jack didn’t catch 
to her and Lou until they were beyond communicatic 
Laurie stopped abruptly to lean into Janice Jaegi 
office, J.inice was one of the forensic investigators, s 
called physiciatis’ assistants or PAs. Janice ran the gra 
yard shift and took her job very seriously. She alw 
stayed late. 

“Will )'ou be seeing Bart Arnold before you leavi 
Launc asked Janice, Bart Arnold was the chief of : 
PAs. 

“1 usually do,” Janice said. She was a tiny, dark-haii 
woman with prominent circles under her eyes. 

“Do me a favor,” Laurie said. “Ask him to call CJ 
and get a copy of the video of Carlo Franconi’s assass 
ation. I’d like to have it as soon as possible.” 

“Will do,” Janice said cheerfully. 

Laune and Lou continued on their way. 

“Hey, slow dosvn, you two,” Jack said. He had 
run a couple of steps to catch up to them. 

“We’ve got work to do,” Laurie said without breaki 
stride. 

“I’ve never seen you so eager to do an autopsy,” Ja 
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experience terrified me, and the problem is some of the 
characters are still around, including Ccrino although 
he’s in jail.” 


‘ And not likely to be released for a long time ” Lou 
added. ’ 


Or so I’d like to believe,” Laurie said. “Anyway I’m 

hoping that doing the post on Franconi might provide 

me mth some closure. I still have nightmares 
occasionally.” 

“They sealed her in a pine coffin to abduct her fi-om 

here, Lou said. “She was taken away in one of the 
mortuary vans.” 

“My god!” Jack said to Laurie. “You never told me 
about that.” 

‘I try not to think about it,” Laurie said. Then 
^ she added: “You guys wait our 

0 Laurie ducked into the mortuary office to get a copy 
e St of refrigerator compartments assigned to the 
casK that had come in the previous night. 

H,. '^3gine getting closed in a coffin,” Jacksrfc. 
rnnfi ^ Heights were his main phobia but djht. 
ning spaces came a close second. 

rccot°^ Lxju agreed. “But she ahlt :~ 

she hour or so after being reieasec 

Us hnfK -rt of mind to figure out be 


us both Tt, ^ 

^rre to particularly humbling sine 


ft 


' her,” 


I U. 


by a r ^ ^°“Sht my getting handcnresl to s. 
Ur*-- 0 . killers who were areuing cKcr 


lit ^ shake of his head- "*Lr 


Somg to do 1 


' me in was the worst-cssc scauno- 
otit of the office u-aring a sheet of p 
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“You are not going to talk me out of this,” I 
said. “So save your breath.” 

“Okay,” Jack said, raising his hands in mod 
render. “I promise: no more advice. Now, I’n 
interested in watching this story unfold. It’s a pap< 
^'■r me today, so if you don’t mind, I’ll watch.” 
“You can do more than that if you want,” 1 
id. “You can help.” 

“I’m sensitive about horning in on Lou.” His d 
itcndrc was intended. 

Lou laughed, Laurie blushed, but the comment 
nacknowlcdgcd. 

“You implied there were other reasons for 
ucrest in this case,” Jack said. “If you don’t mir 
iking, what arc they.’” 

Launc cast a quick glance at Lou that Jack sat 
auldn’t interpret. 

“Hmmm,” Jack said. “I’m getting the feeling tl 
imethmg going on here that isn’t any of my bush 
“Nothing like that,” Lou volunteered. “It’s jt 
unusual connection. The victim, Carlo Franconi 
taken the place of a midlevcl crime hoodlum n 
Pauli Cerino. Ccrino’s position had become vacant 
Ccrino was thrown in the slammer, mosdy di 
Laurie’s persistence and hard work.” 

“And yours, too,” Laurie added as the elevator ji 
to a stop and the doors opened. 

“Yeah, but mosdy yours,” Lou said. 

The three got off on the basement level and he 
in the direction of the mortuary office. 

“Did the Cerino case involve that series of oven 
you’ve made reference to?” Jack asked Laurie. 
“I’m afraid so,” Laurie said. “It was awful. 
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himself. He laughed heartily. Unfortunately his laughter 
further piqued Laurie. 

“Fm sorry,” Jack managed. “My intuitiort told me 
this case was going to give you a bureaucratic headache. 
I was wrong. It’s going to give the bureaucrac}'^ a 
headache.” 
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of the limestone escarpment. The fact that the smoke 
was no longer apparent failed to comfort him. 

Ghing up on any attempt at further work, Kevin 
peeled off his white lab coat and draped it over his 
chair. He wasn’t particularly hungry, but he knew his 
housekeeper, Esmeralda, would have made lunch, so he 
felt obliged to make an appearance. 

Kevin descended the three flights of stairs in a pre- 
occupied daze. Several co-workers passed him and said 
hello, but it was as if Kevin did not see them. He was too 
preoccupied. In the last twenty-four hours he’d come to 
realize that he would have to take action. The problem 
wasn’t going to pass as he’d hoped it would a week 
previously when he’d first glimpsed the smoke. 

Unfortunately, he had no idea what to do. He knew 
he was no hero; in fact, over the years he’d come to 
tliink of himself as a coward of sorts. He hated confron- 
tation and avoided it. As a boy, he had even shunned 
competition except for chess. He’d grown up pretty' 
much a loner. 

Kewn paused at the glass door to the exterior. Across 
the square he could see the usual coterie of Equato- 
guinean soldiers beneatli tlie arches of the old town hall. 
They were up to their usual sedentary' pursuits, aimlessly 
passing tlie time of the day. Some were sitting in old 
rattan furniture playing cards, others were leaning up 
against the building arguing \\ith each other in strident 
voices. Almost all of tliem were smoking. Cigarettes were 
part of their wages. They were dressed in soiled, jungle- 
camouflage fatigues with scuffed combat boots and red 
berets. All of them had automatic assault rifles cither 
slung over tlicir shoulders or within arm’s reach. 

From the moment of Kc\in’s arrival at Cogo five 
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pale pastels. The shutters were the tjpe that hinged at 
the top. Most were in a terrible state of disrepair except 
for the ones on the renovated buildings. The streets had 
been laid out in an unimaginative grid but had been 
paved over the years with imported granite that had 
served as sailing ships’ ballast. In Spanish colonial times 
the to\vn’s wealth had come from agriculture, particu- 
larly cocoa and coffee production, and it had graciously 
supported a population of several thousand people. 

But the to^vn’s history changed dramatically after 
1959, the year of Equatorial Guinea’s independence. 
The new president, Macias Nguema, quickly meta- 
morphosed from a popularly elected official to die 
continent’s worst sadistic dictator whose atrocities 
managed to out-class even those of Idi Amin of Uganda 
and Jean-Bedel Bokassa of the Central African Republic. 
The effect on the countr}' was apocalyptic. After fift)' 
thousand people were murdered, a third of tlie popu- 
lation of the entire countr)' fled, including all tlic Spanish 
settlers. Most of tlie country’s towTis were decimated, 
particularly Cogo wliich had been completely aban- 
doned. The road connecting Cogo to tlie rest of the 
country fell into ruin and quickly became impassable. 

For a number of years, tlie town was fated to be a 
mere curiosity for tlie occasional visitor arriving by small 
motorboat from tlie coastal town of Acalayong. The 
jungle had begun to reclaim the land by tlie time a 
representative of GenSys had happened upon it seven 
years previously. This individual recognized Cogo’s 
lation and its limitless surrounding rain forest as 
perfect spot for GenSys’ intended primate ■ 
Returning to Malabo, the capital of Equatoria.’ 
tlic GenSys official immediately commenced ' ' . 
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years previously, the soldiers had scared him. Cameron 
Mclvers, head of security, who had initially shown Kevin 
around, told him that GenSys had hired a good portion 
of the Equatoguinean army for protection. Later 
Cameron had admitted that the army’s so-called em- 
ployment was in reality an additionai payoff to the 
government as well as to the Minister of Defense and 
tire Minister of Territorial Administration. 

From Kevin’s perspective the soldiers looked more 
like a bunch of aimless teenagers than protectors. Their 
complexions were like burnished ebony. Their blank 
expressions and arched eyebrows gave them a look of 
superciliousness that reflected their boredom. Kevin 
always had the uncomfortable sense they were itching to 
have an excuse to use tiicir weapons. 

Kevin pushed through the door and walked across 
the square. He didn’t look in the direction of the sol- 
diers, but from past experience he knew at least some of 
them were watching him, and it made his skin crawl. 
Kevin didn’t know a word of Fang, the major local 
dialect, so he had no idea what they were saying. 

Once out of sight of die central square Kevin relaxed 
a degree and slow ed his pace. The combination of heat 
and hundred-percent humidity was like a perpetual steam 
bath. Any activitv’ caused a sweat. After only a few 
minutes, Kevin could feel his shirt beginning to adhere 
to his back. 

Kevin s house was situated a little more than halftv'ay 
between the hospital -lab complex and the waterfront, a 
distance of only three blocks. The town vvas small but 
had obviously been charming in its day. The buildings 
had been constructed primarily of brightly colored 
stucco with red tile roofs. Now the colors had faded to 



didn’t have a family. He’d said as much when he’d first 
been shown the property, but Siegfiried Spallek had told 
him the decision had been made in Boston and warned 
Kevin not to complain. So Kevin accepted the assign- 
ment, but his co-workers’ emy often made him feel 
uncomfortable. 

As if by magic Esmeralda appeared. Kevin wondered 
how she did it so consistently. It was as if she were always 
on the lookout for his approaching the house. She was 
a pleasant woman of indeterminate age with rounded 
features and sad eyes. She dressed in a shift of brightly 
colored print fabric with a matching scarf wrapped 
tighdy around her head. Besides her native tongue, she 
spoke fluent Spanish and passable English that improved 
on a daily basis. 

Esmeralda lived in the maid’s quarters Monday 
through Friday. Over the weekend she stayed with her 
family in a village that GenSys had constructed to tlic 
cast along the banks of the cstuarj' to house the many 
local workers employed in the Zone, as the area occupied 
by GenSys’s Equatoguinean operation w'as called. She 
and her family had been moved there from Bata, the 
main city on the Equatoguinean mainland. The capital 
of the countT)', Malabo, was on an island called Bioko. 

Kerin had encouraged Esmeralda to go home in tlic 
evenings during the wxck if she so desired, but she 
declined. \Vhen Kerin persisted, she told him she’d been 
ordered to remain in Cogo. 

“There is a phone message for you,” Esmeralda said. 

“Oh,” Kerin said nervously. His pulse quickened. 
Phone messages were rare, and in his current stat^hc 
did not need any more unc.xpccted events. TIk r;i 




ocularly frequently during the generation of sex cells: a 
process known as meiosis. 

By coincidence, during the same meeting and at the 
same time Kevin was scheduled to present, James Watson 
and Francis Crick gave an immensely popular talk on the 
anniversary of their discovery of the structure of DNA. 
Consequently, very few people came to hear Kevin. One 
of the attendees had been Raymond. It was after this talk 
that Raymond first approached Kevin. The conversation 
resulted in Kevin’s leaving Harvard and coming to work 
for GenSys. 

With a slightiy shaky hand Kevin picked up the 
receiver and dialed. Raymond answered on the first ring, 
suggesting he’d been hovering over the phone. The con- 
nection was crystal clear as if he were in the next room. 

“Pvc got good news,” Raymond said as soon as he 
knew it was Kevin. “There’s to be no autopsy.” 

Kevin didn’t respond. His mind was a jumble. 

“Aren’t you relieved?” Raymond asked. “I know 
Cabot called you last night.” 

“I’m relieved to an extent,” Kevin said. “But autopsy 
or no autopsy'. I’m having second thoughts about this 
whole operation.” 

Now it was Raymond’s turn to be silent. No sooner 
had he solved one potential problem than another was 
rearing its unwelcome head. 

“Maybe we’ve made a mistake,” Kevin said. “What I 
mean is, maybe I’ve made a mistake. My conscience is 
starting to bother me, and I’m getting a little scared. 
I’m really a basic science person. This applied science is 
not my tiring.” 

“Oh, please!” Raymond s^d irritably. “Don’t compli- 
cate tilings! Not now. I mean, you’ve got that lab you’ve 






Ve’ll talk again then. Meanwhile just remember that 
I'e’rc almost there and money is pouring into our ofF- 
horc coffers.” 

“All right,” Kevin said reluctantly. 

“Just don’t do anything rash,” Baymond said. 
‘Promise me!” 

“All right,” Kevin repeated with slightly more 
mthusiasm. 

Kevin hung up the phone. Raymond was a persuasive 
3crson, and whenever Kevin spoke to him, Kevin inevi- 
tably felt better. 

Kc\in pushed back from the desk and walked back to 
the dining room. Following Raymond’s advice he tried 
to tliink of where he’d build his lab. There were some 
strong arguments for Cambridge, Massachusetts, be- 
cause of the associations Kevin had with both Harvard 
and MIT. But then again maybe it would be better to 
be out in the countryside like up in New Hampshire. 

Lunch was a white fish that Kevin didn’t recognize. 
Vnien he inquired about it, Esmeralda gave him only 
tire name in Fang, which meant nothing to Kevin. He 
surprised himself by eating more than he’d expected. 
The conversation Mth Raymond had had a positive effect 
on his appetite. The idea of having his own lab still held 
inordinate appeal. 

After eating, Kevin changed his damp shirt for a clean, 
freshly ironed one. He was eager to get back to work. 
As he was about to descend the stairs, Esmeralda 
inquired when he wanted dinner. He told her seven, the 
usual time. 

Wrilc Kerin had been lunching a leaden group of 
gray lavender clouds had rolled in from the ocean. By 
the time he emerged from his front door, it was pouring. 



CHAPTER THREE 


March 4, 1997, 8:45 A.M. 
New York City 


“Well, what do you want to do?” Franco Ponti asked 
while looking at his boss, Vinnie Dominick, in the rear- 
view mirror. They were in Vinnie’s Lincoln Towncar. 
Vinme was in the backseat, leaning forward with his 
right hand holding onto the overhead strap. He was 
looking out at 126 East 64th Street. It was a brownstone 
bvult in a French rococo style with high-arched, multi- 
paned windows. The first-floor windows were heavily 
barred for protection. 


“Looks like pretty posh digs,” Vinnie said. “The good 
doctor is doing okay for himself.” 

Should I park?” Franco asked. The car was in the 
middle of the street, and the taxi behind them was 
honking insistently. 


“Park!” Vinnie said. 

Franco drove ahead until he came to a fire hydrant, 
c pulled to the curb. The taxi went past, the driver 
tranncally giving them the finger. Angelo Facciolo shook 
s cad and made a disparaging comment about 
expatnate Russian taxi drivers. Angelo was sitting in the' 
front passenger seat. / 

. iu«ca suit. All three men were impeccably 
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see us,” Vinnie quipped as they rode up in the small 
elevator. The three men were pressed together like cigars 
in a triple pack. 

Raymond met his visitors as they exited the lift. He 
was obviously nervous as he shook hands with all three 
after the introductions. He gestured for them to enter 
his apartment and then showed them into a small, 
maliogany-pancled study. 

“Coffee anyone?” Raymond asked. 

Franco and Angelo looked at Vinnie. 

“I wouldn’t turn down an espresso if it’s not too 
much trouble,” Vinnie said. Franco and Angelo said 
they’d have the same. 

Raymond used his desk phone to place the order. 

Ra^Tnond’s worst fears had materialized the moment 
he’d caught sight of his uninvited guests. From his per- 
spective they appeared like stereotypes from a grade-B 
movie. Vinnie was about five-ten, darkly complected and 
handsome, with full feawres and slicked-back hair. He 
was obviously the boss. The other two men were both 
over six feet and gaunt. Their noses and lips were thin 
and their eyes were beady and deeply set. They could 
have been brothers. The main difference in their appear- 
ance was the condition of Angelo’s skin. Raymond 
tliought it looked like the far side of the moon. 

“Can I take your coats?” Rajnmond asked. 

“We don’t intend on staying too long,” Vinnie 
said. 

“At least sit down,” Rajmiond said. 

Vinnie relaxed into a leather armchair. Franco and 
Angelo sat stiffly on a velvet-covered settee. Ra)7nond 
sat behind his desk. 
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brought in by Darlene Poison, whom Raymond intrc 
duced as his assistant. As soon as the coffees wer 
distributed, Darlene left. 

“Good-looking assistant,” Vinnie said. 

“She’s very efficient,” Raymond commented. Uncor 
sciously, he wiped his brow. 

“I hope we’re not making you feel uncomfortable, 
Vinnie said. 

“No, not at all,” Raymond said a bit too quickly. 

“So we got the body out okay,” Vinnie said. “An 
we disposed of it so it is gone. But as you can understanc 
it was not a walk in the park. In fact it was one big pai 
in the ass since we had so little time to plan it.” 

“Well, if there is ever some favor I can do for you, 
Raymond commented after an uncomfortable pause i 
the conversation. 

“Thank you. Doctor,” Vinnie said. He polished o: 
his espresso like he was drinking a shot. He put the cu 
and saucer on tire corner of the desk. “You’ve said exactl 
what I was hoping you’d say, which brings me to wh 
I’m here. Now, you probably know I’m a client just lik 
Franconi was. More important, my eleven-year-old sor 
Vinnie Junior, is also a client. In fact, he’s mor 
apt to need your services than I am. So we’re facin 
two tuitions, as you people call it. What I’d like t 
propose is tliat I don’t pay anything this year. What d 
you say?” 

Raymond’s cy'cs dropped to his desk surface. 

“Wiat we’re talking about is a favor for a favor, 
Vinnie said. “It’s only fair.” 

Raymond cleared his throat. “I’ll have to talk to th 
powers that be,” he said. 

Now, that’s the first unfinendly' thing you’ve said. 
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“What can I do for you gentlemen?” Raymond said, 

trying to assume a confident air. 

“The favor we did for you last night was not easy to 
pull off,” Vinnic said. “We thought you’d like to know 
how it was arranged.” 

Raymond let out a little, mirthless laugh through a 
weak smile. He held up his hands as if to ward off 
something coming his way. “That’s not necessary. I m 
certain you ...” 

“Wc insist,” Vinnic interrupted. “It makes good busi- 
ness sense. You see, we wouldn’t like you to think that 
wc didn’t make a significant effort on your behalf.” 

“I wouldn’t think that for a moment,” Raymond 
said, 

“Well, )ust to be sure,” Vinnie said. “You see, getting 
a body out of the morgue is no easy task, since they are 
open for business t\vcnt>'-four hours a day, and they have 
a uniformed security man on duty at all times.” 

“This isn’t necessary,” Raymond said. “I’d rather not 
be priw to the details, but I’m very appreciative of your 
efforts." 

“Be quiet, Dr. Lyons, and listen!” Virmic said. He 
paused for a moment to organize his thoughts. “We 
were lucky because Angelo here knows a kid named 
Vinnic Amcndola, who works in the morgue. This kid 
was beholden to Pauli Ccrino, a guy Angelo used to 
■work for but who is currendy in jail. Angelo now works 
for me, and knowing what he knows, he was able to 
comince the kid to tell us exaedy where Ivlr. Franconi’s 
remains were stored. The kid was also able to tell us 
some other information so we’d have some reason to be 
there in the middle of the night.” 

At that moment the espressos arrived. They were 
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“1 think you’re right,” Raymond said. “In this 
state, I probably couldn’t convince anyone to join our 
group even if they were on their way to bankruptc)' 
court.” 
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Vinnie added. “My information is that you are the so 
called ‘powers that be.’ So I find this foot-dragginj 
insulting. I’U change my otfer. 1 won’t pay any tuitioi 
this year or next year. I hope you comprehend the direc 
tion this conversation is taking.’’ 

“1 understand,’’ Raymond said. He swallowed wtl 
obvious effort. “I’il take care of it.’’ 

Vinnie stood up. Franco and Angelo did likewist 
“That’s the spirit,’’ Vinnie said. “So I’ll count on you 
talking wth Dr. Daniel Lesitz and let him know abot 
our understanding ’’ 

“Of course," Raymond said. He got to his feet, 
“Thank you for the coffee,’’ Vinnie said. “It hit th 
spot Mv compliments to your assistant.’’ 

Raymond closed the apartment door after the hoot 
lums had left and leaned against it. His pulse was racin] 
Darlene appeared in the doorway leading to the kitchci 
“U'as It as bad as you feared?” she asked. 

"Worse'" R,iymond said. “They behaved perfectly : 
character Now I've got to deal with petty mobste 
demanding a tree nde I tell you, what else can J 
WTong,^” 

Raymond pushed off the door and started toward i 
study. After only nvo steps he wobbled. Darlene reachi 
out and supported his .um. 

“Arc you okay?” she demanded. 

Raymond waited tor a moment before noddin 
Yeah, I m ail n^t,” he said. “Just a bit diz: 
Thanks to this Franconi flap, I didn’t sleep a wink 1: 
night.” 

Maybe you should put off the meeting you’ 
planned with the new' prospective doctor,” Darlene su 
gested. 
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difference once Jack got inside his unit except he had 
almost double the space. 

The phone rang at the other end. Laurie counted the 
rings, ^^en she got to ten she began to doubt her 
familiarity with his schedule. She was about to hang up 
when Jack answered. 

“Yeah?” he said unceremoniously. He was out of 
breath. 

“Tonight’s your lucky night,” Laurie said. 

“Who is this?” Jack asked. “Is that you, Laurie?” 
“You sound out of breath,” Laurie said. “Does that 
mean you lost at basketball?” 

“No, it means I ran up four flights of stairs to get the 
phone,” Jack said. “What’s happening? Don’t tell me 
you’re still at work?” 

“Heavens, no,” Laurie said. “I’ve been home for an 
hour.” 

“So why is this my lucky night?” Jack asked. 

“I stopped by Gristede’s on the way home and picked 
up the makings of your favorite dinner,” Laurie said. 
“It’s all ready to go into the broiler. All you have to do 
is shower and get yourself down here.” 

“And I thought I owed you an apology for laughing 
at the vanishing mafioso,” Jack said. “If amends are 
needed it’s surely from my side.” 

“There’s no atonement involved,” Laurie said. “I 
would just enjoy your company. But there’s one con- 
dition.” 

“Uh-oh,” Jack said. “What?” 

“No bike tonight,” Laurie said. “You have to co~- 
by cab or the deal’s off.” 

“Taxis arc more dangerous than my b&e.” Jack • 
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cat always knocked askew on his daily route from the 
bookcase to the top of the valence over the window. 

Next Laurie took a quick shower, changed into a 
turtleneck and jeans, and put on a touch of makeup. As 
she did so she ^ared at the crow’s feet that had been 
developing at the corners of her eyes. She didn t feel any 
older than when she’d gotten out of medical school, yet 
there was no denying the advance of years. 

Jack arrived on schedule. When Laurie looked 
through the peephole, all she could see was a bloated 
image of his broadly grinning face, which he had posi- 
tioned a mere inch from the lens. She smiled at his antics 
as she undid the host of locks that secured her door. 
“Get in here, you clownl” Laurie said. 

“I wanted to be sure you recognized me,” Jack said as 
he stepped past her. “My chipped, upper-left incisor has 
become my trademark.” 

Just as Laurie was closing her door she caught a 
glimpse of her nci^bor, Mrs. Engler, who’d cracked her 
door to sec who was visiting Laurie. Laurie glared at 
her. She was such a busybody. 

The dinner was a success. The food was perfect and 
the nine was okay. Jack’s excuse was that the liquor store 
closest to his apartment specialized in jug wine, not the 
better stuff. 


During the course of the evening, Laurie had to con 
tinually bite her tongue to keep the conversation afv’a 
from sensitive areas. She would have loved to talk abo^ 
ihcir relationship, but she didn’t dare. She sensed thi 
some of Jack’s hesitance stemmed from his extraordinar 
personal tragedy. Six years preriously, his v^ife an-: cv- 

dau^ters had been tragicaUy killed in a commuter-- '.-i 
crash. Jack had mid T .t.. 
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Jack checked his watch. “Uh-oh!” he said. He moved 
himself forward so that he was sitting on the very edge 
of the couch. “It’s quarter to eleven,” Jack added. “I’ve 
got to be going. It’s a school night and bed u 
beckoning.” 

“More we?” Laurie asked. She held up the jug 
They’d only drunk a quarter of it. 

“I can’t,” Jack said. “I’ve got to keep my reflexe; 
sharp for the cab ride home.” He stood up and thankee 
Laurie for the meal. 

Laurie put down the wine and got to her feet. “I 
you don’t mind, I’d like to ride with you as far as th 
morgue.” 

“What?” Jack questioned. He scrunched up his fac 
in disbelief. “You’re not going to work at this hour? 
mean, you’re not even on call.” 

“I just want to question the night mortuary tech an 
security,” Laurie said, as she went to the haU closet fc 
their coats. 

“What on earth for?” Jack asked. 

“I want to figure out how Franconi’s body disaj 
peared,” Laurie said. She handed Jack his bomber jacke 
“I talked to the evening crew when they came on th 
afternoon.” 

“And what did they tcU you?” 

“Not a whole bunch,” Laurie said. “The body can 
in around eight forty-five wth an entourage of polii 
and media. Apparently it was a circus. I guess that’s wl 
the X-ray was overlooked. Identification was made by tl 
mother — a vcr>' emotional scene by all reports. By t< 
forty-five the body was placed in the fiidge in compai 

ment one elrv'rn T 
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higher-ups of the Vaccarro organizatioa got angrt* or 
scared or both. It’s an old stor)'.” 

“So the}- killed him,” Jack said. ‘'W’hy take the body?” 

Laurie shrugged. “I’m not going to pretend I can 
put my mind into a mobster’s,” she said. “I don’t know 
why they wanted the body. Ma}-be to deny him a proper 
burial. Maybe they’re afraid an autops}- would pro\ide a 
clue to the killer’s identit}-. Hell, I don’t know. But 
ultimately it doesn’t matter v\hy.” 

“I have a sense the Vby’ might be important,” Jack 
said. “I think by getting involved you’ll be skating on 
thin ice.” 

“Maybe so,” Laurie said. She shrugged again. “I get 
caught up in things like this. I suppose part of the 
problem is that at the moment my main focus in life is 
my job.” 

“Here comes a free cab,” Jack said, deliberately 
avoiding ha\ing to respond to Laurie’s last comment. 
He sensed the implications and was reluctant to get 
drawn into a more personal discussion. 

It was a short cab ride down to the comer of First 
Avenue and Thirtieth Street. Laurie climbed out and 
was surprised when Jack did the same. 

“You don’t have to come,” Laurie said. 

“I know,” Jack said. “But I’m coming anyw-ay. In 
case you haven’t guessed, you have me concerned.” 

Jack leaned back inside the cab and paid the driver. 

Laurie was still insisting that Jack’s presence w-as not 
needed as tliey walked between the Health and Hospi- 
tal’s mortuary- vans. They- entered the morgue through 
the Thirtieth Street entrance. “I thought you told me 
your bed was beckoning?” 

“It can wait,” Jack said. “After loiu’s story about 
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Carl pulled open a file drawer of his metal desk an( 
lifted out an insulated lunch box. “I eat right here.” 

Laurie thanked him and moved on. Jack followed. 

“The place certainly looks different at night,” Jacl 
commented as they passed the wide hall tliat led dow 
to the refrigerators and the autopsy room. 

“It’s a bit sinister without the usual dajmme hubbub,’ 
Laurie admitted. 

They looked into the mortuary office and found Mik( 
Passano busy wth some receiving forms. A body hac 
recendy been brought in that had been fished out of th( 
ocean by the Coast Guard. He looked up when he sensec 
company. 

Mike was in this early thirties, spoke with a strong 
Long Island accent, and looked decidedly Southerr 
Italian. He was slight of build with sharply defined facia 
features. He had dark hair, dark skin, and dark eyes 
Neither Laurie nor Jack had worked wth him although 
they had met him on multiple occasions. 

“Did you docs come in to see the floater?” Mike 
asked. 

“No,” Jack said. “Is tiiere a problem?” 

“No problem,” Mike said. “It’s just in bad shape. 

“We’ve come to talk about last night,” Laurie said. 

“What about it?” Mike asked. 

Laurie posed the same questions she’d put to Carl. 
To her surprise, Mike quickly became irritated. She vas 
about to say as much when Jack tugged on her arm and 
motioned for her to retreat to the hall. 

“Ease off,” Jack recommended when they were 

beyond earshot. 

“Ease off from what?” Laurie asked. “I’m not being 
confrontational.” ^,4- 
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dowTi the coliunn then stopped. “Spoletto Funeral 
Home in Ozone Park and Dickson Funeral Home in 
Summit, New Jersey'.” 

“What were the names of the deceased?” Laurie 
asked. 

Mike consulted the book. “Frank Gleason and 
Dorothy Kline. Their accession numbers are 100385 
and 101455. Anything else?” 

“Were you expecting these particular funeral homes 
to come?” Laurie asked. 

“Yeah, of course,” Mike said. “They^d called before- 
hand just like always.” 

“So you had everything ready for them?” 

“Sure,” Mike said. “I had the paperts’ork all done. 
They just had to sign off.” 

“And the bodies?” Laurie asked. 

“They were in the waUc-in cooler as usual,” Zvlike said. 
“Right in the front on gumc)^.” 

Laurie looked at Jack. “Can you think of anything 
else to ask?” 

Jack shrugged. “I think you’ve pretty well covered 
the bases except when Ivlike was off the floor.” 

“Good pointl” Laurie said. Turning back to Mike she 
said: “Carl told us that when he left for the men’s room 
twice last night, he contacted you. Do you contact Carl 
whenever you need to leave your post?” 

‘Always,” Mike said. “We’re often the only ones 
down here. We have to have someone guarding the 
door.” 

Were you away from the office very' long last night?” 
I^urie asked. 

Nope,” Mike said. “No more than usual. Couple of 
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“I agree,” lack said. “I know Fra the last person to 
be an expert in office politics or interpersonal relations, 
but Mike sounds defensive to me. If you want to get 
any information out of him, I think you have to take 
that into consideration and tread lightly.” 

Laurie thought for a minute then nodded. “Maybe 
you’re right.” 

They returned to the mortuary' office, but before 
Laurie could say any'thing, Mike said; “In case you didn’t 
know, Dr. Washington telephoned this morning and 
woke me up about all this. He read me the riot act. But 
1 did my normal job last night, and I certainly didn’t 
have anything to do wth that body disappearing.” 

“I’m sorry if I implied that you did,” Laurie said. 
“All I’m saying is that I believe the body disappeared 
during your shift. That’s not saying you are responsible 
in any way.” 

“It sort’a sounds that way,” Mike said. *T mean, I’m 
tlic only one here besides security and the janitors.” 

Did anything happen out of the ordinary?” Laurie 
asked. 


Mike shook his head. “It svas a ejuiet night. We h 
two bodies come in and two go out.” 

^hout the bodies that arrived?” Laurie aske 
“Did they come in with our people?” 

“Yup, vrith our vans,” Mike said. “Jeff Cooper a; 
Pete Molina. Both bodies were from local hospitals.” 

‘irVhat about the two bodies that went out?” Laui 
asked. 

“^Vhat about them?” 

Well, who was it that came to pick them up?” 

j mortuary- logbook from the corr 

his desk and cracked it open. His index finger trac 
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“Of course not,” Mike said. “Why would I?” 

“No reason,” Laurie said. “Do you happen to know 
lerc the van drivers are?” 

“Upstairs in the lunchroom,” Mike said. “That’s 
lere they always are.” 

Laurie and Jack took the elevator. As they were riding 
), Laurie noticed Jack’s eyelids were drooping. 

“You look tired,” Laurie commented. 

“No surprise. I am,” Jack said. 

“Why don’t you go home?” I^urie said. 

“I’ve stuck it out this far,” Jack said. “I think I’ll see 
to tlie bitter end.” 

The bright fluorescent lighting of the Ivmchroom 
>ade both Laurie and Jack squint. They found Jeff and 
etc at a table next to the vending machines, poring 
ver newspapers while snacking on potato chips. They 
'ere dressed in rumpled blue coveralls with Health and 
lospital Corporation patches on their upper arms. Both 
ad pon^Tiails. 

Laurie introduced herself, explained about her interest 
a the missing body, and asked if there was anything 
inique about the previous night, particularly about the 
wo bodies they’d brought in. 

Jeff and Pete exchanged a look, then Pete responded. 
“Mine was a mess,” Pete said. 

“I don’t mean the bodies themselves,” Laurie said. 
I m wondering if there was anything unusual about the 
process. Did you see anyone in the morgue you didn’t 
recognize? Did anything out of the ordinary happen?” 

Pete glanced again at Jeff then shook his head. “Nope. 
It was just like usual.” 

Do you remember what compartment you put your 
body into?” Laurie asked. 
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really not supposed to do it. I mean we don’t usually. 
But, as I said, with all the commotion, we were cunous. 

“Maybe you should tell Dr. Washington, Laurie sug- 
gested. “Just so he has all the facts.” 

Laurie turned around and headed back to the elevator. 
Jack dutifully followed. 

“What do you thiidti” Laurie asked. 

“It’s getting harder and harder for me to think the 
closer it gets to midnight,” Jack said. “But I wouldn’t 
make anything of those two peeking at the body.” 

“But Mike didn’t mention it,” Laurie said. 

“True,” Jack said. “But they ail know they were 
bending the rules. It’s human nature in such a situation 
not to be completely forthcoming.” 

“Maybe so,” Laurie said uith a sigh. 

“Where to now!” Jack asked as tiiey boarded the 
cla'ator. 


“I’m running out of ideas,” Laurie said. 

“Thank God,” Jack said. 

“Don’t you think I should ask Mike why he didn’t 

tell us about the van drivers looking at Branconi?” Laurie 
asked. 

You could, but I think you’re just spinning your 
wheels ” Jack said. “Truly, I can’t imagine it was any- 
thing but harmless curiosity.” 

Then let’s call it a night,” 
sounding good to me, too.” 
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Pete scratched the top of his head. “Not really,” he 
lid. 

“Was it near to one eleven?” Laurie asked. 

Pete shook his head. “No, it was around the other 
ide. Something like fifty-five. I don’t remember exacdy. 
lut it’s written downstairs.” 

Laurie turned to Jeff. 

“My body went into twenty-eight,” Jeff said. “I 
emcmbered because that’s how old I am.” 

“Did cither of you see Franconi’s body?” Laurie 
isked. 

The two drivers again exchanged glances. Jeff spoke: 
‘Yeah, we tfid.” 

“What time?” 

“Around now,” Jeff said. 

‘What was the circumstance?” Laurie said. “You guys 
don’t normally see bodies that you don’t transport.” 

After Mike told us about it, we wanted to look 
because of all the excitement. But we didn’t touch 
an)thing.” 

“It was only for a second,” Pete added. “We just 
opened the door and looked in.” 

|Werc you wth Mike?” Laurie asked. 

No, Pete said. “He just told us which com- 
partment.” 

Has pr. Washington talked to you about last night?” 
Launc asked. 

“Yc^, and Mr. Harper, too,” Jeff said. 

h H Washington about looking at the 

body?” Launc asked. 

“No,” Jeff said. 

‘‘Why not?” Laurie asked. 

“He didn’t ask,” Jeff said. “I guess we know we’re 
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smoke. He hadn’t, but as dawn broke, he’d also con- 
sciously avoided looldng out the Nvindow much less m 
the direction of the island. 

Kevin realized he couldn’t go on like this. He decided 
that the most rational course of action would be to find 
out if tus fears were justified. The best way to do it, he 
surmised, was to approach someone close to the situation 
who might be able to shed some light on Kevin’s area 
of concern. But Kewn didn’t feel comfortable talking 
with many people in the Zone. He’d never been very 
social, especially in Cogo, where he was the sole aca- 
demician. But there was one working in the Zone with 
whom he felt slightly more comfortable, mainly because 
he admired his work; Bertram Edwards, the chief veter- 
inarian. 

Impulsively Kevin removed his lab coat, draped it over 
his chair, and headed out of his office. Descending to 
the first floor, he ejited into the steamy heat of the 
parking area north of the hospital. The morning weather 
was dear, with wWte, pufiy cumuli clouds overhead. 
There were some dark rain clouds looming, but they 
were out over the ocean in a clump along the western 
horizon; if they brought rain, it wouldn’t be before the 
afternoon. 


Ke\'in climbed into his Toyota four-wheel-drive anc 
turned right out of the hospital parking lot. Traversiuj 
the north side of the town square, he passed the oh 
^tholic church. GenSys had renovated the building u 
fiinction as the recreational center. On Friday and Sal 
wday nights they showed movies. Monday nights the 

had bingo In the basement was a commissary servin 
•^wnenesn namKnrn'/»rc 


CHAPTER RVE 


March 5, 1997, 10:15 A.M. 

Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

Kevin replaced the tissue culture flasks in the incubator 
and closed the door. He’d been working since before 
dawn. His current quest was to find a transponase to 
handle a minor histocompatibility gene on the Y chro- 
mosome. It had been eluding him for over a month 
despite his use of the technique that had resulted in his 
finding and isolating the transponases associated with 
the short arm of chromosome 6. 

Kevin’s usual schedule was to arrive at the lab around 
eight-thirty, but that morning he’d awakened at four 
a.m. and had not been able to fall back to sleep. After 
tossing and turning for three-quarters of an hour, he’d 
decided he might as well use the time for good purpose. 
He’d arrived at his lab at five A.M. while it was still pitch 
dark. 

What was troubling Kevin’s sleep was his conscience. 
The nagging notion that he’d made a Promethean 
mistake resurfaced tvith a vengeance. Although Dr. 
Lyons s mention of building his o\vn lab had assuaged 
him at the time, it didn’t last. Lab of his dreams or no, 
e couldn’t deny the horror he feared was evolving on 
Isla Francesca. 

Kevin s feelings had nothing to do with seeing more 
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ings in the center. One housed the complex’s contingent 
of Equatoguinean soldiers. Just like their comrades m 
the town square, these soldiers were aimlessly sprawled 
about with their rifles, cigarettes, and Cameroonean 
beer. The other bvulding was the headquarters of a group 
that Kevin found even more disturbing than the teenage 
soldiers. These were Moroccan mercenaries who were 
part of the Equatoguinean presidential guard. The local 
president didn’t trust his own army. 

These foreign special-forces commandos dressed in 
inappropriate and ill-fitting dark suits and ties, with 
obvious bulges from their shoulder holsters. Every one of 
them had dark skin, piercing eyes, and a heavy mustache. 
Unlike the soldiers they were rarely seen, but their pres- 
ence was felt like a sinister evil force. 

The sheer size of the GenSys animal center was = 
tribute to its success. Recognizing the discciies 
attached to primate biomedical research, GenSjs 
sited their facility in Equatorial Africa where the 
were indigenous. This move cleverly side5ts:?r«i the 
industrialized West’s inconvenient web of imnoTu/extert 
restrictions associated with primates, as well as 
ruptivc influence of animal-rights zealots. As zz --- w 
incentive, the foreign exchange-starved loxh 
ment and its venal leaders were inordinaterr 

ail a company like GenSys had to offer. Ohxrrr:r.= 

were conveniently overlooked or aboh^ Ths 
laturc was so accommodating that h - — 

making interference with GenSv-s a carhsl "" 

The operation proved to be eizr=''^— - 
so quickly that GenSys expanded h “ 

'•cnicnt spot for other — 
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that was part of the far larger animal unit. The ent 
complex was bigger than Cogo itself. It was situat 
north of the town in a dense equatorial rain forest a 
separated from the town by a stretch of virgin jungle 
Kevin’s route took him east as far as the motor-pi 
facility, where he turned north. The traffic, which \ 
considerable for such a remote spot, reflected the diffic 
lo^stics of running an operation the size of the Zo 
Everything from toilet paper to centrifuge tubes had 
be imported, which necessitated moving a lot of goc 
Most supplies came by truck from Bata, where th 
was a crude deep-water port and an airport capable 
handling large jet ^rctaft. The Estuario del Mum v 
access to Libreville, Gabon, was only served by moi 
ized canoes. 

At the edge of town the granite cobblestone sti 
gave way to newly laid asphalt. Kevin let out a sigl 
relief. The sound and the vibration that came up 
steering column from the cobblestones was intense. 

After fifteen minutes of driving through a canyoi 
dark green vegetation, Kevin could see the first build 
of the state-of-the-art animal complex. They were < 
structed of prestressed concrete and cinder block 
was stuccoed and painted white. The design hs 
Spanish flare to complement the Colonial architec 
of the town. 

The enormous main building looked more lik< 
airport terminal than a primate housing facility. Its f 
facade was three stories tall and perhaps five huni 
feet long. From the back of the structure projected i 
tiplc wings that literally disappeared into the canof 
vegetation. Several smaller buildings faced the main 
Kerin wasn’t sure of their purpose except for two b 
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extended from the back of the building into the forest. 
It, too, was three stories tall, Kesin entered on the first 
floor. Immediately the sounds changed. Now there was 
as much hooting as shrieking. 

Cracking a door off the central corridor, Kerin got 
the attention of one of the workers in the coveralls. He 
asked about Dr. Edwards and was told the vet was in 


tlie bonobo unit, 

Kc\Tn found a stairwell and climbed to the second 
floor. He thought it was a coincidence that Dr. Edvv'ards 
happened to be in the bonobo unit just when Kciin was 
looking for him. It was through bonobos that Kerin and 
Dr. Edwards had met. 

Six years ago Kevin had never heard of a bonobo. But 
that changed rapidly when bonobos were selected as the 
subjects for his GenSys project. He nou' knew' they were 
exceptional creatures. They were cousins of chimpanzees 
but had lived in isolation in a ovent)’-fivc*thousand- 
square-mile patch of virginal jungle in central Zaire for 
one and a half million years. In contrast to chimps, 
bonobo society w^as matriarchal widi less male 
aggression. Hence, the bonobos were able to Ihc in 
larger groups. Some people called them pygmj chimpan 
zees but the name was a misnomer because some 
bonobos were actually larger d:an some chimpanzxcs, 


and they' were a distinct species. . . , u 

Kerin found Dr. Edwards in front of a rclan vcly small 

acclimatization cage. He was reaching throu ' 
making tentative contact sridi an adult cm- c >on 
Another female bonobo was sitting agaimu t tc 
wall of the cage. Her eyes were ners ously 
her new accommodations. Kerin cou 

Dr. Edwards was hooting softly m imm 
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primate testing. The growth shocked the GenSys eco 
nomic forecasters. From every point of view, the Zon 
was an impressive financial success. 

Kevin parked next to another four-wheel-driv 
vehicle. He knew it was Dr. Edwards’s from the bumpe 
sticker that said; Man is an Ape. He pushed through thi 
double doors with “Veterinary Center” stenciled oi 
the glass. Dr. Edwards’s office and examining room 
were just inside the door. 

Martha Blummer greeted him. “Dr. Edwards is in th< 
chimpanzee wing,” she said. Martha was the veterinar 
secretary. Her husband was one of the supervisors at th< 
motor pool. 

Kevin set off for the chimpanzee wing. It was one o 
the few areas in the building he was at all acquaintec 
with. He went through a second pair of double doon 
and walked the length of the central corridor of the 
veterinary hospital. The fecility looked like a regular hos- 
pital, down to its employees who were all dressed ir 
surgical scrubs, many with stethoscopes draped over theii 
necks. 

A few people nodded, others smiled, and some said 
hello to Kevin. He returned the greetings self-con- 
sciously. He didn’t know any of these people by name. 

Another pair of double doors brought him into the 
main part of the building that housed the primates. The 
air had a slightly feral odor. Intermittent shrieks and 
howls reverberated in the corridor. Through doors with 
windows of wire-embedded glass, Kevin caught glimpses 
of large cages where monkeys were incarcerated. Outside 
the cages were men in coveralls and rubber boots, pulling 
hoses. 
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nathous than their cousins, the chimpanzees, and hence 
considerably more human, Kc\Tn always found looking 
into bonobos’ eyes disconcerting. 

“Healthy-appearing animals,” Kevin commented, not 
knowing how else to respond. 

“They w'cre just trucked in from Zaire this morning,” 
Bertram said, “It’s about a thousand miles as the crow 
flies. But by the circuitous route tliey had to take to get 
across the borders of the Congo and Gabon, they prob- 
ably trav'cled three times that.” 

“That’s the equivalent of driving across the U.S.,” 
Kevin said, 

“In terms of distance,” Bertram agreed. “But here 


the)' probably didn’t see more tlian short stretches of 
pav'ement. It’s an arduous trip no matter how you look 
at it.” 

“They look like they arc in good shape,” Kevin said. 
He wondered how he’d appear if he’d made the journey 
jammed into vv'oodcn boxes and hidden in tlie back of a 
truck. 

“By this time I’v'C got die dnVers prettv’ w’cll trained, 
Bertram said. “They treat ’em better than thev tre.it 
tlicir own vviv’es. They know' if die apes die, dic\ don t 
get paid. It’s a pretty' good incenrive. 

“Widi our demand going up they li be put to goo 

use,” Kevin said. 

“You’d better believe it,” Bertram said. 
arc already spoken for, as you know. If the) p.i ^ 
tests, which I’m certain diey will, we 11 j 

bb in the next couple of days. I want - never, 

think you arc a genius. And Melanie • " J ^ 

5ccn such hand-eye co-ordinarion, J 
2n eye surgeon I used to know back m t 
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of the many bonobo and chimpanzee sounds of < 
munication. He was a relatively tall man, a good f 
or four inches over Kevin’s five foot ten. His hair \ 
shocking white which contrasted dramatically tvitl 
almost black eyebrows and eyelashes. The sharply de 
cated eyebrows combined with a habit of wrinklinj 
forehead gave him a perpetually surprised look. 

Kevin watched for a moment. Dr. Edwards’s ob^ 
rapport with the animals had been something Kevin 
appreciated from their first meeting. Kevin sensed it 
an intuitive talent and not something learned, ai 
always impressed him. 

“Excuse me,” Kevin said finally. 

Dr. Edwards jumped as if he’d been ftightened. 1 
the bonobo shrieked and fled to the back of the ca 

“I’m terribly sorry,” Kevin said. 

Dr. Edwards smiled and put a hand to his chest, 
need to be sorry. I was just so intent I didn’t hear 
approach.” 

“I certainly didn’t mean to fiighten you, 
Edwards,” Kevin began, “but I . . .” 

“Kevin, please! If I’ve told you once, I’ve told y 
dozen times: my name is Bertram. I mean, we’ve kn 
each other for five years. Don’t you think first name 
more appropriate?” 

“Of course,” Kevin said. 

“It’s serendipitous you should come,” Bertram 
Meet our two newest breeding females.” Bertram 
tured toward the two apes who’d inched away from 
back wall. Kevin’s arrival had frightened them, but 
Were now curious. 

Kevin gazed in at the dramatically anthropomor 
fares nft-Uf f > lecc n 
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month. During their pregnancies they’d be kept indoors 
and would be treated to special, nutritious diets. After 
their babies were bom, they’d be put in the enormous 
bonobo outdoor enclosure to rear the infants. When 
the youngsters reached age three the cycle would be 
repeated. 

“They sure are human-looking,” Bertram said, inter- 
rupting Kevin’s musing. “Sometimes you can’t help but 
wonder what they are thinking.” 

Or worry what their oflspring are capable of 
thinking,” Kevin said. 

Bertram glanced at Kevin. His black eyebrows arched 
more than usual. “I don’t foUow,” he said. 

Listen, Bertram,” Kevin said. “I came over here 
specifically to talk to you about the project.” 

How mart'elously convenient,” Bertram said. “I was 
going to call you today and have you come over to see 
the progress we’ve made. And here you are. Come on!” 

Bertram pulled open the nearest door to the corridor, 
motioned for Kevin to follow, and set out with long 
stndes. Kcm had to hurry to catch up. 

Progress?” Ke\'in questioned. Although he admired 
ertram, the man’s tendency toward manic behavior was 
* ^concerting. Under the best of circumstances Kevin 
'' ou d have had trouble discussing what was on his mind. 
Just broaching the issue was difficult, and Bertram was 
not helping. In fact, he was making it impossible. 

Lct’cha progress!” Bertram said enthusiastically. 

c solved tlic technical problems with the grid on the 
and. It s on-line now’ as you’ll see. We can locate any 
mdi\idual animal with the push of a button. It’s just in 
t’mc, I might add. With uvclvc square miles and almost 
a mndred indhiduals, it w'as fast becoming impossible 
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Kevin blushed at the reference to himself. : r:;: 
is quite talented,” he said to deflect the convc. „ 
Melanie Becket was a reproductive technologist. 
had recruited her mainly for Kevin’s project. . , ..; j 
“She’s good,” Bertram said. “But the few of u , 
enough to be associated with your project kno' . _ 
you are the hero.” 

Bertram looked up and down the space betwee ' , 
wall of the corridor and the cages to make suri 
none of the coverall-clad workers were in earshot. C\' 
“You know, when I signed on to come over h re- 
thought my wife and I would do well,” Bertram 
“Moneywise I thought it would be as lucrative as g / 
to Saudi Arabia. But we’re doing better than I’d i ' 
dreamed. Through your project and the stock opti ; , 
that come along with it, we’re going to get rich, j 
yesterday I heard from Melanie that we have two m 
clients from New York City. That will put us over c 
himdred.” , 

“I hadn’t heard about the two additional client , 
Kevin said. 

“No? Well it’s trtie,” Bertram said. “Melanie told n • 
last night when I bumped into her at the rec cente 
She said she spoke with Raymond Lyons. I’m glad sh 
informed me so I could send the drivers back to Zain 
for another shipment. All I can say is that I hope ou 
pygmy colleagues in Lomako can keep up their end o 
the bargain.” 

Kevin looked back into the cage at the two females 
They returned his stare with pleading expressions tha 
melted Kevin’s heart. He wished he could teU then 
that they had nothing to fear. All that would happen tc 
them was that they would become pregnant svithin th< 
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with the handheld trackers. Part of the problem is 
we didn’t anticipate the creatures would split into 
separate sociological groups. We w’crc cotmting on i 
being one big happy family.” 

“Bertram,” Kevin said between breaths, marshi 
his courage. “I w^anted to talk to you because I’ve 1 
anxious . . 

“It’s no w'onder,” Bertram said as Kevin paused, 
be anxious, too, if I put in the hours that you pu 
without any form of relaxation or release. HcD, so 
times I see the light in yom lab as late as midnight w 
the wife and I come out of the rec center after a me 
We’ve even commented on it. We’ve invited yot 
dinner at our house on several occasions to draw 
out a little. How come you never come?” 

Kevin groaned inwardly. This was not the con 
sation he w’anted to get into. 

“All right, you don’t have to answ'er,” Bertram s 
I don’t want to add to your anxiety. We’d enjoy hav 
you over, so if you change your mind, give us a call, 
what about the gym or the rec center or even the pc 
I’ve never seen you in any of those places. Being sti 
here in this hothouse part of Aftica is bad enough, 1 
making yourself a prisoner of your lab or house j 
makes it worse.” 

“I’m sure you are right,” Kevin said. “But . . .” 

“Of course I’m right,” Bertram said. “But there 
another side to this that I should warn you about. Pco; 
arc talking.” 

“What do you mean?” Kevin asked. “Talking abc 
what?” 

“People are saying that you’re aloof because you thi 
you are superior,” Bertram said. “You know, the a( 
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Passing his secretary, Martha, he picked up a small 
stack of phone messages. He leafed through them as he 
waved Kevin into his inner oflBce. He closed his door. 

“You’re going to love this,” Bertram said, tossing the 
messages aside. He sat down in front of his computer 
and showed Kevin how to bring up a graphic of Isla 
Francesca. It was divided into a grid. “Now give me the 
number of whatever creature you want to locate.” 

“2vIine,”'Kevin said. “Number one.” 

“Coming up,” Bertram said. He entered the infor- 
mation and clicked. Suddenly a red blinking light 
appeared on the map of the island. It was north of the 
limestone escarpment but south of the stream that had 
been humorously dubbed Rio Diviso. The stream 
bisected the six-by-two-mile island lengthwise, flowing 
east to west. In the center of the island was a pond 
they’d called Lago Hippo for obvious reasons. 

“Pretty slick, huh?” Bertram said proudly. 

Kevin was captivated. It wasn’t so much by the tech- 
nology, although that interested him. It ^vas more 
because the red light was blinking exactly where he 
would have imagined the smoke to have been coming 
from. 

Bertram got up and pulled open a file drawer. It was 
filled with small handheld electronic devices that looked 
like miniature notepads with small LCD screens. An 
extendable anterma protruded from each. 

“These work in a similar fashion,” Bertram said. He 
handed one to Kevin. “We call them locators. Of course, 
they are portable and can be taken into the field. It 
makes retrieval a snap compared to the struggles we had 
initially.” 

Kevin played with the keyboard. With Bertram’s help, 
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messages, and absently began to arrange them in ordei 
of importance. 

Kevin glanced at the electronic devices in his hands 
and wondered what he’d do with them. They were obvi- 
ously costly instruments. 

“What was it about your project that you wanted tc 
discuss with me?” Bertram asked. He looked up fron 
his phone messages. “People are always complaining ] 
don’t allow them to get a word in edgewise. What’s or 
your mind?” 

“I’m concerned,” Kevin stammered. 

“About what?” Bertram asked. “Things couldn’t bs 
going any better.” 

“I’ve seen the smoke again,” Kevin managed. 

“What? You mean like that wisp of smoke you men- 
tioned to me last week?” Bertram asked. 

“Exaedy,” Kevin said. “And from the same spot or 
the island,” 

“Ah, it’s nothing,” Bertram declared, with a wave oi 
his hand. “We’ve been having electrical storms just aboul 
every other night. Lightning starts fires; everybody 
knows that.” 

“As wet as everything is?” Kevin said. “I thought 
lightning starts fires in savannas during the dry season, 
not in dank, equatorial rain forests.” 

“Lightning can start a fire anyplace,” Bertram said. 
“Think of the heat it generates. Remember, thunder is 
nothing but expansion of air from the heat. It’s unbe- 
lievable.” 

“Well, maybe,” Kevin said. He was unconvinced. 
“But even if it were to start a fire, would it last?” 

“You’re like a dog with a bone,” Berttam com- 
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that offer for coming over for dinner? Trish and I would 
be deliglited.” 

“I’ll give it serious thought,” Kevin said. He felt 
distihedy uncomfortable vvidi Bertram’s arm around hk 
neck. 

“Good,” Bertram said. He gave Kevin a final pat on 
his back. “Maybe the three of us could take in a movie 
as well. There’s a terrific double-feature scheduled for 
this week. I mean, you ought to take advantage of the 
fact that we get the latest movies. It’s a big effort on 
GenSys’s part to fly them in here on a weekly basis. Wjat 
do you say?” 

“I guess,” Kevin said evasively. 

“Good,” Bertram said. “I’ll mention it to Trish, she’ll 
pve you a call. Okay?” 

“Okay,” Kevin said. He smiled weakly. 


Five minutes later, Kevin climbed back into his vehicle 
more confused than before he’d come to see Bertram 
Edwards. He didn’t know what to diink. Maybe his 
imagination was working overtime. It was possible, but 
short of visiting Isla Francesca there was no w’ay of 
knowing for sure. And on top of that was this new vvorrv' 
that people were feeling resentful towards him. 

Braking at the exit of the parking area, Kevin glanced 
up and down the road in front of the animal complex. 
He waited for a large truck to rumble by. As he was 
about to pull out, his eye caught sight of a man st*~ 
motionlessly in the window of the Morocc. 
quarters. Kevin couldn’t sec him well bccaus 
sunlight reflecting off tlte glass, but he could t 
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the hippos and the crocs. The bonobos cert^niy are 
dangerous.” 

“One of the pygmy bearers was killed on the 1 
retrieval,” Bertram said. “We’ve kept that very quiet 
obvious reasons.” 

“How was he killed?” Kevin asked. 

“By a rock,” Bertram said. “One of the bonol 
threw a rock.” 

“Isn’t that unusual?” Kevin asked. 

Bertram shrugged. “Chimps are known to thn 
sticks on occasion when they are stressed or scared, b 
I don’t think it’s unusual. It was probably just a refl 
gesture. The rock was there so he threw it.” 

“But it’s also aggressive,” Kevin said. “That’s unusi 
for a bonobo, especially one of ours.” 

“All apes will defend their group when attacked 
Bertram said. 

“But why should they have felt they were beii 
attacked?” Kevin asked. 

“That was the fourth retrieval,” Bertram said, f 
shrugged again. “Maybe they’re learning what to expec 
But whatever the reason, we don’t want anyone goir 
to the island. Spaliek and I have discussed this, and he 
in full agreement.” 

Bertram got up from the desk and draped an an 
over Kevin’s shoulders. Kevin tried to ease himself awa 
but Bertram held on. “Come on, Ke\in! Relax! Th 
kind of wild flight of imagination of yours is exactly wh: 
I was talking about earlier. You’ve got to get out of yot 
lab and do something to divert that overactivc mind c 
yours. You’re going stir-crazy and you’re obsessing, 
mean, this fire crap is ridiculous. The irony is that th 
project is going splendidly. How about reconsidcrinj 


cnrofiro*''****' '' 


“You haven’t been to see the patient,”^ the woman 
aid. “With other cases you came each day. ^ 

‘Weil, that’s true,” Kevin said self-consciously. He d 
finally recogiuzed the woman. It was the nurse, Candace 
Brickmann. She was part of the surreal team that flew 
in with the patient. This was her fourth trip to Cogo. 
Kevin had met her briefly on all three previous visits. 

“You’ve hurt Mr. Winchester’s feelings,” Candace 
said, wag^g her finger at Kevin. She was a vivacious 
gamine in her late twenties. With fine, light-blond hair 
done up in a French twist. Kevin couldn’t remember a 
time he’d seen her that she wasn’t snuling. 

“I didn’t dunk he’d notice,” Kevin stammered. 

Candace threw back her head and laughed. Then she 
covered her mouth vdth her hand to suppress further 
giggles when she saw Kevin’s confused expression. 

“I’m only teasing,” she said. “I’m not even sure Mr. 
Winchester remembers meeting you on that hectic day 
of arrival.” 


‘Well, I meant to come and see how he was doing,” 
Kesin said. “I’ve just been too busy.” 

“Too busy in this place in the middle of nowhere?” 
Candace asked. 


^ “Well, I guess it’s more that I’ve been preoccupied,” 
Kevin admitted. “A lot has been happening,” 

n suppressing a smile. She 

liked this shy, unassuming researcher. 

Kerin made some fumbling gestures srith his hands 

'■P” Candace 
<caMng aside. I'm happy ,o report that 
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one of the mustached guards. He could also tell the mai 
was watching him intently. 

Kevin shivered without exactly knowing why. 

The ride back to the hospital was uneventful an( 
quick, but the seemingly impenetrable walls of dari 
green vegetation gave Kevin an uncomfortable claustro 
phobic feeling, Kevin’s response was to press down oi 
the accelerator. He was relieved to reach the edge o 
town. 

Kevin parked in his spot. He opened his door, bu 
hesitated. It was close to noon, and he debated headin] 
home for lunch or going up to his lab for an hour o 
so. The lab won out. Esmeralda never expected hin 
before one. 

Just with the short walk from the car to the hospital 
Kevin could appreciate the intensity of the noontimi 
sun. It was like an oppressive blanket that made all move 
ment more difficult, even breathing. Until he’d come t< 
Africa, he’d never experienced true tropical heat. Ono 
inside, enveloped with cool, air-conditioned air, Kcvii 
grasped the edge of his collar and pulled his shirt awa; 
from his back. 

He started up the stairs, but he didn’t get far. 

“Dr. Marshall!” a voice called. 

Kevin looked behind him. He wasn’t accustomed K 
being accosted in the stairwell. 

“Shame on you. Dr. Marshall,” a woman said 
standing at the base of the stairs. Her voice had a lilting 
quality that suggested she was being less than serious 
She was clad in surgical scrubs and a white coat. Th< 
sleeves of the coat were rolled up to her mid-forearms. 

“Excuse me?” Kevin said. The woman looked femi- 
liar, but he couldn’t place her. 




Candace came un me; stairri me 
Kevin. She was abcimfrmmmee'm.iier.IS'ikes. L 
can’t decide, and ifs ail me mmns to you, wiiy dot 
come up.” 

“Okay,” Kevin said. 

Kevin’s nervousness quiddy abated. Usualt- - 
botliered him in social circumstances with fomak: 
the stress of trying to think of things to 
Candace, he didn’t have time to thir.'c. Dremirmm: 
a running conversation. During the nmt rmrtr 
flights of stairs she managed to h— y ~ 

the towu, the hospital, and ho^ mu ; 

“This is my lab,” Kevin sdi, rm 

“Fantastic!” Candace said — 

Fxvin smiled. He could urn 

“You go ahead and — -V • 

“I’U just look around id irh — ~ 

“If you’d like,” Fedu mm 

Although Kevin wir r — 

alda so little u-a — kr ^ ~ ll. 

surprised him wim 

was to ask wtcc Serin mmuc. - ~ 

“At the crnal - — - II~— 
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Mr. Winchester is doing just line, and I understand fr< 
the surgeon that’s largely thanks to you.” 

‘‘I wouldn’t go that far,” Kevin said. 

Oh, modest, too!” Candace commented. “Sma 
cute, and humble. That’s a killing combination.” 

Kevin stuttered but no words came out. 

Would it be out of bounds for me to invite you 
join me for lunch?” Candace said. “I thought I’d wa 
over and get a hamburger. I’m a Httle tired of the hospit 
cafeteria food, and it would be nice to get a little a 
now that the sun is out. What do you say?” 

Kevin s mind whirled. The invitation was unexpectec 
and under normal circumstances he would have foun 
reason to decline for that reason alone. But wit 
Bertram’s comments fresh in his mind, he wavered. 

Cat got your tongue?” Candace asked. She lowere. 

er head and flirtatiously peered at him beneath arche< 
eyebrows. 


"P his lab, then mumbiec 

wor* to the effect that Eameralda was et^tecling him. 

the e®!™ “W- She hat 

pereisted Kevin wanted to join her, so sh( 


myTabT'’” ^ 


or Iom:WA“*“ h' 

only teve iThe »» »■ 

been a fcUow H ’ ooupie of high school crushes h; 

•n.at relttiZh “orto 

. .relationship had taken months to develoD out i 

long hours working together; she’d been as shy 11 Kevi, 
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does is help increase genetic shuffling, and hence the 

abilit)' of species to evolve.” 

“So this homologous transposition plays a role in 

evolution,” Candace said. 

“Absolutely,” Ke\'in agreed. “Anyway, the gene seg- 
ments that move are called transposons, and the enzymnes 
that catalyze their movement are called transponases.” 
“Okay,” Candace said. “I follow you so far.” 

“Well, right now Pm interested in transposons that 
contain the genes for minor histocompatibility anti- 


gens,” Kevin said. 

“I see,” Candace said, nodding her head. “Pm 
getting the picture. You’re goal is to move the gene for 
a minor histocompatibility antigen from one chromo- 
some to another.” 

“Exactly!” Keiin said. “The trick, of course, is findirig~ 
and isolating the transponase. That’s the difficult step. 
But once Pve found the transponase, it’s relatively easy 
to locate its gene. And once Pve located and isolated 
the gene, I can use standard recombinant DNA tech- 
nology' to produce it.” 

“Meaning getting bacteria to make it for you,” 
Candace said. 

“Bacteria or mammalian tissue culture,” Kevin said. 
“^^^latcvcr works best.” 

“Phew!” Candace commented. “This brain game is 
reminding me how hungry I am. Let’s get some hambur- 
ger before my blood sugar bottoms out.” 

Kc\an smiled. He liked this woman. He was even 
starting to relax. 

hospital stairs, Kevin felt a little giddy 
td responding to Candace’s enter- 
questions and chatter. He coulHnV 


Descending th' 
while listening : 
taining, nonstop 
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Africa. Tell me, what is it that you’re doing with all thi: 
fantastic equipment?” 

“Fm trying to perfect the protocol,” Kevin said. 

“Can’t you be more specific?” Candace asked. 

“You really want to know?” Kevin asked. 

“Yes,” Candace said. “Fm interested.” 

“At this stage Fm dealing with minor histocompat- 
ibility antigens. You know, proteins that define you as a 
unique, separate individual.” 

“And what do you do with them?” 

“Well, I locate their genes on the proper chromo- 
some,” Kevin said. “Then I search for the transponase 
that’s associated with the genes, if there’s any, so I can 
move the genes.” 

Candace let out a little laugh. “You’ve lost me 
already,” she admitted. “I haven’t the foggiest notion 
what a transponase is. In fact, Fm afrad a lot of this 
molecular biology is over my head.” 

It really isn’t,” Kevin said. “The principles aren’t 
that complicated. The critical fact few people realize is 
tliat some genes can move around on their chromosome. 
This happens particularly in B lymphocytes to increase 
the tfiversity of antibodies. Other genes are even more 
mobile and can change places with their twins. You do 
remember that there arc two copies of every gene.” 

“Yup,” Candace said. “Just like there arc two copies 
o eac chromosome. Our cells have twenty-three chro- 
mosome pairs.” 

Exactly, Kctin said. “When genes exchange places 
on t icir chromosome pairs it’s called homologous trans- 
position. Its a particularly important process in the 
generation of sex cells, both eggs and sperms. What it 
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time he was situated, Candace had already introduced 
herself to the two people sitting on the aisle. Kevin 
nodded to them. He didn’t recognize either one. 

“Lively place,” Candace said. She reached for catsup. 
“Do you come here often?” 

Before Kc\in could respond, someone called out his 
name. He turned and recognized the lone familiar face. 
It was Melanie Becket, tlie reproductive technologist. 

“Kevin Marshall!” Melanie exclaimed again. “I’m 
shocked. What are you doing here?” 

Melanie was about the same age as Candace; she’d 
celebrated her thirtietli birthday the previous month. 
Where Candace was light, she was dark, with medium- 
brown liair and coloration that seemed Mediterranean. 
Her dark brown eyes were nearly black. 

Kevin struggled to introduce his lunchmate, and was 
horrified to realize that for the moment he couldn’t 
remember her name. 

“I’m Candace Brickmann,” Candace said without 
missing a beat. She reached out a hand. Melanie intro- 
duced herself and asked if she could join them. 

“By all means,” Candace said. 

Candace and Kevin were sitting side by side. Melanie 
sat opposite. 

Are you responsible for our local genius’s presence 
at the ptomaine palace?” Melanie asked Candaci“ 
Melanie was a sharp-witted, playfijjjy irrr/crenr wo-a? 
vvho’d grovvTi up in Manhattan. 


1 : 


“I guess,” Candace said, "is this unusual for 
“That’s tlic understatement of the vear.” • 
said. “Uhat’s your secret? I’ve asked him to co~t r- 
here so many times to no avail that I fhzllr sr/- 
that VV.IS several years ago.” " ^ 
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believe he was going to lunch wth such an attractive, 
cnga^ng female. It seemed to him that more things had 
happened in the last couple of days than during the 
previous five years he’d been in Cogo. He w'as so pre- 
occupied, he didn’t ^ve a thought to the Equatoguinean 
soldiers as he and Candace crossed the square. 

Kevin had not been in the rec center since his initial 
orientation tour. He’d forgotten its quaintness. He’d 
also forgotten how blasphemous it tvas that the church 
had been recycled to protide worldly diversion. The altar 
was gone, but the pulpit was still in place off to the left. 
It was used for lectures and for calling out the munbers 
on bingo night. In place of the altar was the movie 
screen; an unintended sign of the times. 

The commissary was in the basement and was reached 
by a stairw'ay in the narthex. Kevin tvas surprised at how 
bus>' it was. A babble of voices echoed off the harsh, 
concrete ceiling. He and Candace had to stand in a long 
line before ordering. Then after they’d gotten their food, 
they had to search in the confusion for a place to sit. 
The tables were ail long and had to be shared. The seats 
were benches attached like picnic tables. 

“There arc some seats,” Candace called out over the 
chatter. She pointed toward the rear of the room with 
her tray. Kc\in nodded. 

Kevin glanced furtively at the faces in the crowd as 
he weaved his way after Candace. He felt self-conscious, 
given Bertram’s insight into popular opinion, yet no one 
paid him the slightest attention. 

Kevin followed Candace as she squeezed bctts’ccn two 
tables. He held his tray high to avoid hitting anyone, 
then put it down at an empty spot. He had to struceje 
to get his legs over the scat and under the table. By thc 


ivide so that the chromosomes arc condensed, prefer- 
bly a stem cell if I’m correct.” 

“It’s pretty rare to find a stem cell,” Kevin said. 
“Well, then you tell her what you do,” Melanie said to 
Cewn, witli a dismissive wave of her hand. “I’ll get it all 
lallcd up.” 

“I work witli a transponase that I discovered almost 
even years ago,” Kevin said. “It catalyzes the homo- 
ygous transposition or crossing over of the short arms 
jf chromosome six.” 

“Wliat’s tlic short arm of chromosome six?” Candace 
isked. 

“Chromosomes have what’s called a centromere that 
di\ndcs tlicm into two segments,” Melanie explained. 
“Chromosome six has particularly unequal segments. 
The little ones arc called the short arms.” 

“Thank you,” Candace said. 

“So . . .” Kevin said, trying to organize his thoughts. 
“\iniat I do is add my secret transponase to a client’s 
cell that is preparing to divide. But I don’t let the 
crossing-over go to completion. I halt it with the two 
short arms detached from tlieir respective chromosomes. 
Then I extract them.” 

“Wowl” Candace remarked. “You actually take these 
tiny, tiny strands out of the nucleus. How on earth can 
you do that!” 

“That’s another storv',” Kerin said. “Actually I use a 
monoclonal antibody system that recognizes the back- 
side of the transponase.” 

“This is getting over my head,” Candace said. 

“Well, forget how he gets the short anns o- ” 
Melanie said. “Just accept it.” 
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“You never asked me specifically,” Kevin said in h 
own defense. 

“Oh, really?” Melanie questioned. “What did I ha^ 
to do — draw you a map? I used to ask if you wanted l 
grab a burger. Wasn’t that specific enough?” 

“Well,” Candace said, straightening up in her sea 
“TWs must be my lucky day.” 

Melanie and Candace fell into easy conversatioi 
exchanging job descriptions. Kevin listened but concer 
trated on his hamburger. 

“So we’re all three part of the same project,” Melani 
commented when she heard that Candace was the inter 
sive-care nurse of the siugical team from Pittsburgl 
“Three peas in a pod.” 

“You’re being generous,” Candace said. “Fm jus 
one of the low men on the therapeutic totem pole, 
wouldn’t put myself on the same level with you guys 
You’re the ones that make it all possible. If you don’ 
mind my asking, how on earth do you do it?” 

“She’s the hero,” Kevin said, speaking up for the firs 
time and nodding toward Melanie. 

“Come on, Kevin!” Melanie complained. “I didn’ 
develop the techniques I use the way you did. There art 
lots of people who could have done my job, but onlj 
you could have done yours. It was your breakthrougli 
that was key.” 

“No arguing you uvo,” Candace said. “Just tell me 
how it’s done. Fve been curious from day one, but 
cverythmg has been so hush-hush. Kevin’s explained the 
science to me, but I still don’t understand the logistics.” 

“Kevin gets a bone-marrow sample from a client,” 
Melanie said. “From that, he isolates a cell preparing to 
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Not only was Candace socially adept, she was also smart 
and informed. 

“Would this protocol work with other animals?” 
Candace asked. 

“What kind would you have in mind?” Kevin asked. 
“Pigs ” Candace said. “I know other centers in the 
U.S. and England have been trying to reduce the 
destructive effect of complement in transplantation with 
pig organs by inserting a hximan gene.” 

“Compared with what we are doing that’s like using 
leeches,” Melanie said. “It’s so old-fashioned because it 
is treating tlic symptom, not eliminating its cause.” 

“It’s true,” Kevin said. “In our protocol there is no 
immunological reaction to worry about. Histocompat- 
ibility-%visc we’re offering an immunological double, 
especially if I can incorporate a few more of the minor 
antigens.” 

“I don’t know why you are agonizing over them,” 
Melanie said. “In our first three transplants the clients 
haven’t had any rejection reaction at all. Zilch!” 

“I want it perfect,” Kevin said. 

“I’m asking about pigs for several reasons,” Candace 
said. “First, I think using bonobos may offend some 
people. Second, I understand there aren’t very many of 
tlicm.” 

That s true, KcNin said. “The total world popu- 
lation of bonobos is only about twenty thousand.” 

“That’s my point,” Candace said. “Whereas pigs are 
slaughtered for bacon by the hundreds of thousands.” 

“I don’t think my s>'stcm would work with pks ” 
kcNnn said. “I don’t know for sure, but I doubt it. The 
reason ,t works so well in bonobos, or chimps for that 
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“Okay,” Candace said. “What do you do with thes( 
detached short arms?” 

Kevin pointed toward Melanie. “I wait for her t< 
work her magic.” 

“It’s not ma^c,” Melanie said. “I’m just a technician 
I apply in vitro fertilization techniques to the bonobos 
the same techniques that were developed to increase th^ 
fertility of captive mountain gorillas. Actually, Kevin an( 
I have to coordinate our efforts because what he want 
is a fertilized egg that has yet to divide. Timing i 
important.” 

“I want it just ready to divide,” Kevin said. “So it’ 
Melanie’s schedule that determines mine. I don’t star 
my part until she ^ves me the green light. When sh 
delivers the zygote, I repeat exactly the same procedur 
that I’d just done wtli the client’s cell. After removin 
the bonobo short arms, I inject the client’s short arm 
'’i into the zygote. Thanks to the transponasc they hoo 
^ - right up exaedy where they arc supposed to be.” 

“And that’s it?” Candace said. 

“Well, no,” Kevin admitted. “Actually I introduc 
four transponases, not one. The short arm of chromo 
some six is the major segment that we’re transferring 
but we also transfer a relatively small part of chromo 
somes nine, twelve, and fourteen. These carr}' the gene 
for the ABO blood groups and a few other minor histo 
compatibility antigens like CD-31 adhesion molecules 
But that gets too complicated. Just think about chromo 
some six. It’s the most important part.” 

“That’s because chromosome six contains the gene 
that make up the major histocompatibility complex,’ 
Candace said knowledgeably. 

“Exactiy,” Kevin said. He was impressed and smitten 
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organs unless they can wait the three plus years it takes 
for their double to come of age. And we don’t have to 
interact with these creatures. They live off on an island 
by themselves. That’s by design so that no one here has 
the chance to form emotional bonds of any sort.” 

Kevin s\vallowed with difficulty. In his mind’s eye he 
could see the smoke lazily snaking its way into the dull, 
leaden sky. He could also ima^e the stressed bonobo 
picking up a rock and throwing it with deadly accuracy 
at the pygmy during the retrieval process. 

“WTiat’s the term when animals have human genes 
incorporated into them?” Candace asked. 

“Transgenic,” Melanie said. 

“Right,” Candace said. “I just wish we could be 
using transgenic pigs instead of bonobos. This procedure 
bodicrs me. As much as I like the money and the GenSys 
stock, I’m not so sure I’m going to stick wth the 
program.” 

“They’re not going to like that,” Melanie said. 
“Remember, you signed a contract. I understand they 
arc sticklers about holding people to their original 
agreements,” 

Candace shrugged. “I’ll give them back all the stock, 
options included. I can live without it. I’ll just have to 
sec how I feel. I’d be much happier if we were using 
pigs. Wien wc put tliat last bonobo under anesthesia, I 
could have sworn he was trjing to communicate wth 
us. Wc had to use a ton of sedative.” 

“Oh, come on!” Kevin snapped, suddenly furious, 
His face was flushed. 

Melanie’s eyes opened wide. “Wffiat in heaven’s name 
has gotten into you?” 

Kc\nn instandy regretted his outburst. “Sorrt'-,’’ he 
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matter, is that their genomes and ours are so similar. In 
fact, they differ by only one and a half percent.” 

“That’s all?” Candace questioned. She was amazed. 

“It’s kind of humbling, isn’t it,” Kevin stdd. 

“It’s more than humbling,” Candace said. 

“It’s indicative of how close bonobos, chimps, anc 
humans are evolutionarily,” Melanie said. “It’s thought 
we and our primate cousins have descended from £ 
common ancestor who lived around seven million year; 
ago.” 

“That underscores the ethical question about usin^ 
them,” Candace said, “and why some people might b£ 
offended by their use. They look so human. I mean 
doesn’t it bother you guys when one of them has to b( 
sacrificed?” 

“This liver transplant with Mr. Winchester is onlj 
. the second that required a sacrifice,” Melanie said 
1“The other two were kidneys, and the animals ar< 
fine.” 

“Well, how did this case make you feel?” Candac( 
asked. “Most of us on the smgicai team were more upset 
this time even though we thought we were prepared 
especially since it was the second sacrifice.” 

Kevin looked at Melanie. His mouth had gone dry 
Candace was forcing him to face an issue he’d strugglec 
to avoid. It was part of the reason the smoke coming 
from Isla Francesca upset him so much. 

“Yeah, it bothers me,” Melanie said. “But I guess 
I’m so thrilled with the involved science and what it can 
do for a patient, that I try not to think about it. Besides, 
we never expect to have to use many of them. They are 
more like insurance in case the clients might need them. 
We don’t accept people who already need transplant 


chromosome 6 


93 


wc’rc doing is having a conversation. You know, it’s sort 
of normal for people to sit and talk. I know you find 
that weird s'mce you’d rather interact with your centri- 
fuge tubes, but what’s wong?” 

Kevin sighed. It went against his nature, but he 
decided to confide in these two bright, confident 
women. He admitted he was upset. 

“As if we didn’t know!” Melanie said with another 
roll of her eyes. “Can’t you be more specific? What’s 
bugging you?” 

“Just what Candace is talking about,” Kevin said. 
“She’s said a lot of things,” Melanie said. 

“Yeah, and they’re all making me feel like I’ve made 
a monumental mistake.” 

Melanie took her hand away and stared into the 
depths of Kevin’s topaz-colored eyes. “In what regard?” 
she questioned. 

“By adding so much human DNA,” Kevin said. “The 
short arm of chromosome six has millions of base pairs 
and hundreds of genes that have nothing to do with the 
major histocompatibility complex. I should have isolated 
the complex instead of taking the easy route.” 

“So the creatures have a few more human proteins,” 
Melanie said. “Big deal!” 

“That’s exactly how I felt at first,” Kevin said. “At 
least until I put an inquiry out over the Internet, asking 
if anyone knew what other kinds of genes were on the 
short arm of chromosome six. Unfortunately, one of 
the responders informed me there was a large segment 
of developmental genes. Now I have no idea what I’ve 
created.” 

“Of course you do,” Candace said. “You’ve created a 
transgenic bonobo.” 
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said. His heart was still pounding. He hated the fact thal 
he was always so transparent, or felt he was. 

Melanie rolled her eyes for Candace’s benefit, but 
Candace didn’t catch it. She was watching Kevin. 

“I have a feeling you were as bummed out as I was,’ 
she said to him. 

Kevin breathed out noisily then took a bite of ham- 
burger to a%'oid saying anything he’d later regret. 

“Why don’t you want to talk about it?” Candace 
asked. 

Kewn shook his head while he chewed. He guessed 
his face was still beet-red. 

“Don’t worry about him,” Melanie said. “He’ll 
recover.” 

Candace faced Melanie. “The bonobos arc just sc 
, human,” she commented, going back to one of hci 
W original points, “so I guess we shouldn’t be shocked thal 
4;”“ their genomes differ by only one and a half percent. Bui 
something just occurred to me. If you guys are replacing 
the short arms of chromosome six as well as some other 
smaller segments of tire bonobo genome %vitli human 
DNA, what percentage do you think you’re dealing 
nith?” 

Melanie looked at Kevin while she made a mental 
calculation. She arched her eyebrows. “Hmmm,” she 
said. “That’s a curious point. That would be over two 
percent.” 

“Yeah, but the one and a half percent is not all 
on tlie short arm of chromosome six,” Kevin snapped 
again. 

Hey, calm down, bucko,” Melanie said. She put 
down her soft drink, reached across the table and put her 
hand on Kevin’s shoulder. “You’re out of control. All 


CHAPTER SIX 
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“I know,” Kevin said with his eyes blazing. He ws 
breathing rapidly and perspiration had appeared on hi 
forehead. “And by doing so I’m terrified I’ve ovei 
stepped the bounds.” 
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hold a large candle. Although the Zone’s electric power 
was the most reliable in the entire country, it did go off 
on rare occasions because of lightning strikes. 

Most people, especially visitors from GenSys, assumed 
the skulls were from apes. Bertram knew differently. They 
were human skulls of people executed by the Equatogui- 
nean soldiers. All three of the victims had been convicted 
of the capital offense of interfering with GenSys oper- 
ations. In actuality, they had been caught poaching wild 
chimps on the 2k»ne’s designated hundred-square-mile 
land. Siegfiied considered the area his own private 
hunting rcserv'e. 

Years previously, when Bertram had gently questioned 
the wisdom of displaying the skulls, Siegfried had 
responded by saving that they kept the native workers 
on their toes. “It’s the kind of communication they 
comprehend,” Siegfried had explained. “They under- 
stand such sjTnbols.” 

Bertram didn’t wonder that they got the message. 
Especially in a country which had suffered the atrocities 
of a diabolically cruel dictator. Bertram always remem- 
bered Kevin’s response to the skulls. Kevin had said that 
tlicy reminded him of the deranged character Kurtz in 
Joseph Conrad’s Heart of Darkness. 

“Tlicrc,” Siegfried said, pushing the signed papers 
aside. With his accent it sounded more like zah-. “^at’s 
on your mind, Bertram? I hope you don’t have a problem 
witli the new bonobos.” 

“Not at all. Tlic two breeding females are perfect,” 
Bertram said. He eyed tlic Zone’s site boss. His most 
obvious physical trait was a grotesque scar that ran from 
bcncatli his left car, dowm across his check, and under 
his nose. Over tlic years its gradual contraction had 
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extended the entire width of the building. It had shut- 
tered tvindows overlooking the parking lot in the back 
and the town square in the front. The front windows 
yielded the impressive view of the new hospital/labora- 
tory complex. From where Bertram was standing, he 
could even sec Kevin’s laboratory windows. 

“Sit down,” Siegfried said, without looking up. His 
voice had a harsh, guttural quality, with a slight Germanic 
accent. It was commandingly authoritarian. He was 
signing a stack of correspondence. “I’ll be finished in a 
moment.” 

Bertram’s eyes wandered around the cluttered office. 
It was a place that never made him feel comfortable. As 
a veterinarian and moderate environmentalist, he did 
not appreciate the decor. Covering the walls and every 
available horizontal surface were glassy-eyed, stuffed 
heads of animals, many of which were endangered 
species. There were cats such as lions, leopards, and 
cheetahs. There was a be^vildering variety of antelope, 
more dtan Bertram knew existed. Several enormous 
rhino heads peered blankly down from positions of 
prominence on the wall behind Spallek. On top of the 
bookcase were snakes, including a rearing cobra. On 
the floor was an enormous crocodile with its mouth 
partially ajar to reveal its fearsome teeth. The table next 
to Bertram’s chair was an elephant’s foot topped with a 
slab of mahogany. In the corners, stood crossed elephant 
tusks. 

Even more bothersome to Bertram than the stuffed 
animals were the skulls. There were three of them on 
Siegfried’s desk. All three had their tops sawn off. One 
had an apparent bullet hole through the temple. They 
were used respectively for paper clips, ashtray, and to 
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“Is this nev,' concern in addition to the weird worry 
of yours that the apes have divided into tn'o groups?” 
Siegfried asked superdliously. 

“Recognizing a change in social organization is a 
damn, legitimate concemt” Bertram said, his color 
rising;. 

“So you said,” Siegfried remarked. “But I’ve been 
thinking about it, and I can’t ima^ne it matters. What 
do we care if they hang out in one group or ten? All we 
want them to do is stay put and stay healthy.” 

“I disagree,” Bertram said. “Splitting up suggests 
they arc not getting along. That would not be tj’pical 
bonobo behavior, and it could spell trouble dorni the 
road.” 

“I’ll let you, the professional, worn,' about it,” Sieg- 
fried said. He leaned back in his chair, and it squeaked. 
“1 personally don’t care what those apes do as long as 
nothing threatens this windfall money and stock options. 
The project is turning into a gold mine.” 

“The new problem has to do with Kevin Marshall,” 
Bertram said. 


ir 


“Now what in God’s name could that skinny 
simpleton do to get you to wony'’?” Siegfried asked. 
“Witli your paranoia, it’s a good thing you don’t have 
to do my job.” 

The nerd has worked himself up because he’s seen 
smoke coming from the island,” Bertram said. “He’s 

come to me twice. Once last wxek and then again this 
morning,” 


i( 


“\Miat’s Ac big deal about smoke?” Siegfried asked, 
nv docs he care? He sounds worse Aan you.” 

“He thinks Ac bonobos might be using fire,” 
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pulled up the comer of Siegfried’s mouth in a pcrpett 
sneer. 

Bertram did not technically report to Siegfried, j 
the chief vet of the world’s largest primate research at 
breeding facility, Bertram dealt directly tvith a GenS 
senior vice president of operations back in Cambridg 
Massachusetts, who had direct access to Taylor Cabc 
But on a day-to-day basis, particularly in relation i 
the bonobo project, it was in Bertram’s best interest i 
maintain a cordial tvorking relationship with the si 
boss. The problem was, Siegfried was short-tcmpcrc 
and difficult to deal -with. 

He’d started his African career as a white hunter, wh( 
for a price, could get a client an>'thing he wanted. Sue 
a reputation required a move from East Africa to We, 
Africa, where game laws were less rigidly enforced. Siej 
L", fned had built up a large organization, and things wer 
well until some trackers failed him in a crucial situatioi 
resulting in his being mauled by an enormous bull elc 
phant and the client couple being killed. 

The episode ended Siegfried’s career as a whit 
hunter. It also left him with his facial scar and a paralyzci 
right arm. The e.xtrcmit)' hung limp and useless from it 
shoulder connection. 

Rage over the incident had made him a bitter an< 
vindictive man. Still, GenSys had recognized his bush 
based organizational skills, his knowledge of anima 
behavior, and his heavy-handed but effectual way o 
dealing with the indigenous African personality. The) 
thought he was the perfect individual to run their multi- 
million-dollar African operation. 

“There’s another wrinkle with the bonobo oper- 
ation,” Bertram said. 
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Siegfried balled his good hand into a fist and gritted 
his teeth. “What a meddling pain in the ass,” he said. 

“His research is almost done,” Bertram said. “It 
would be a shame if he was to muck things up just when 
everything is going so well.” 

“What (fid Lyons say?” Siegfiied asked. 

“Nothing,” Bertram said. “He accused Kevin of 
letting his imagination run wild.” 

“I might have to have someone watch Kevin,” Sieg- 
fried said. “I will not have anyone destroy this program. 
That’s all there is to it. It’s too lucrative.” 

Bertram stood up. “That’s your department,” he said. 
He started for the door, confident he’d planted the 
appropriate seed. 
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Bertram said. “He hasn’t said so explicitly, but I’m su 
that’s what is on his mind.” 

“What do you mean ‘using fire’?” Siegfried asked. Hr. 
leaned forward. “You mean like making a campfire fi 
warmth or cooking?” Siegfiied laughed without di 
mrbing his omnipresent sneer. “I don’t know about yc 
urban Americans. Out here in the bush you’re scared ( 
your own shadow.” 

“I know it’s preposterous,” Bertram said. “Of cour 
no one else has seen it, or if they have, it’s probab 
from a lightning storm. The problem is, he wants to j 
out there.” 

“No one goes near the island!” Siegfined growlc 
“Only during a harvest, and it’s only the harvest tear 
That’s a directive from the home office. There are r 
exceptions save for Kimba, the pygmy, delivering tl 
supplementary food.” 

“I told him the same thing,” Bertram said. “And 
don’t think he’ll do anything on his own. Still, I thoug 
I should tell you about it just the same.” 

“It’s good that you did,” Siegfried said irritably. “Tl 
little prick. He’s a goddamned thorn in my side.” 

“There is one other thing,” Bertram said. “He to 
Raymond Lyons about the smoke.” 

Siegfried slapped the surface of his desk with his got 
hand loud enough to cause Bertram to jump. He sto< 
up and stepped to the shuttered window overlookii 
the town square. He glared over at the hospital. He 
never liked the epicene bookish researcher from th< 
first meeting. When he’d learned Kevin was to 1 
coddled and accommodated in the second best house 
the town, Siegfried had boiled over. He’d wanted 
assign the house as a perk to one of his loyal imdcrlin{ 
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r^innie’s Italianate features to tlie world. He was in his 
ate twenties, in sorry physical shape, but handsome. His 
lark, thick hair was something Jack envied. Jack had 
)ecn noticing over the previous year a decided thinning 
)fhis gray-streaked brown hair on the crovvm of his head. 

“Hey, Einstein, what’s the paper say about the Fran- 
:oni body incident?” Jack asked. Jack and Vinnic worked 
ogether on a frequent basis, both appreciating the 
Jther’s flippanc)^ quick wit, and black humor. 

“I don’t know,” Vinnic said. He tried to pull his 
jclovcd paper from Jack’s grasp. He was embroiled in 
he Knicks stats from the previous night’s basketball 
;amc. 

Jack’s forehead furrovv'cd. Vinnie might not have been 
in academic genius, but about current news items, he 
v'as something of a resident authority. He read the news- 
japers cover to cover every day and had imprcssiv'c recall. 

“There’s nothing about it in the paper?” Jack ques- 
doned. He was shocked. He’d imagined the media 
vould have had a field day with die embarrassment of 
Jk body disappearing from the morgue. Bureaucratic 
Tiismanagcmcnt was a favorite journalistic theme. 

“I didn’t notice it,” Vinnic said. He yanked harder, 
ifccd the paper, and reburied his face. 

Jack shook his head. He was truly surprised and 
wondered how Harold Bingham, the chief medical 
examiner, had managed such a media coverup. Just as 
lack was about to turn away, he caught the headlines. 
It said: Mob Thumbs Nose .^t AtmtoRnT. The sub- 
head read: “Vaccarro crime (amilv kills one of its own 
then stc.als the body out from under the noses of cit\ 
officials.” 

Jack snatched the entire paper from the .wityriscd 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


March 5, 1997, 7:25 A.M. 

New York City 

The combination of cheap red wine and little sle 
slowed Jack’s pace on his morning bicycle commute. I 
customary time of arrival in the ID room of the mcdii 
examiner’s office was seven-fifteen. But as he got offt 
elevator on the first floor of the morgue en route 
le ID room, he noticed it was already seven tweni 
ve_, and it bothered him. It wasn’t as if he were late, 
_ just that Jack liked to keep to a schedule. DisdpHi 
. 'vas one of the ways he’d learm 

depression. 

• business was to pour liimself a ci 

om the communal pot. Even tlie aron 



Hr;;:'^=^^>'°«A^niend. 

h whos^^day°s!lSt^° Amendola, the mor 

conced as usual ^^Sbt shift. B 

'cd metal desks H T ^ governn 

' bis face hidden ™ 

^ck pulled the edge of 

b or the paper down to ex 
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^s she removed her coat, she told him that she hoped 
he felt better than she. 

“Probably not,” Jack admitted. “It was that cheap 
wine I brought over. I’m sorry.” 

“It was also the five hours of sleep,” Laurie said. “I 
had a terrible time hauling myself out of bed.” She put 
her coat dowm on a chair. “Good morning, Vinnie,” she 
called out. 

Vinnie stayed silent behind his sports page. 

“He’s pouting because I violated his paper,” Jack 
said. Jack got up so Laurie could sit down at the sched- 
uling desk. It was Laurie’s week to divvy up the cases 
for autops)' among the staff. “The headlines and cover 
stor^' arc about the Franconi incident.” 

“I wouldn’t wonder,” Laurie said. “It was all over 
the local news, and I heard it announced that Bingham 
will be on Good Moniiit^ America to attempt damage 
control.” 

“He’s got his hands full,” Jack said. 

“Have you looked at today’s cases?” Laurie asked, as 
she started glancing tlirough the twenty or so folders. 

“I just got here myself,” Jack admitted. He continued 
reading the article. 

“Oh, this is good!” Jack commented after a moment’s 
silence. “They’re alleging that there is some kind of 
conspirac)' between us and the police department. They 
suggest we might have deliberately disposed of tlie body 
for tlicir benefit. Can you imagine! These media people 
arc so paranoid that tliey see conspirac)' in everything!” 

“It’s the public who is paranoid,” Laurie said. “The 
media likes to give tlicm w'hat they want. But that kind 
of wild theory is exactly w'hy I’m going to find out hov/ 
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Vinnie’s grasp. Vinnic’s legs feU to the floor \vitf 
thump. Hey, come on!” he complained. 

Jack folded the paper then held it so that Vinnie v 
forced to stare at the front page. 

“I thought you said the story wasn’t in the papei 
Jack said. 

“I didn’t say it wasn’t in there,” Vinnie said. “I saic 
didn’t see it.” 


“It’s the headlines, for crissake!” Jack said. I 
pointed at them with his coffee cup for emphasis. 

Vinnie lunged out to grab his paper. Jack pulled 
a^vay from his grasp. 

“Come on!” Vinnie whined. “Get your own freakii 
paper.” 


“You’ve got me curious,” Jack said. “As methodi. 

as you are, you d have read this front-page story on yo 

sub^y ride into town. What’s up, Vinnie?” 

othing! Vmme said. “I just went directly to tl 
sports page.” ' 

looked sttidicd Vmiue’s face for a moment. Vinn 
looked away to avoid eye contact 

“^e you sick?» jack asked facetiously. 

Tarl^ r *”^PPed. “Just give me the paper.” 
over Tk sports pages and handed thei 

sTaSed th? H r scheduling desk an 

eluded on ^egan on the front page and cor 

eluded on the third. As Jack anticipated, it was ivrittc. 

1 ' '<!“ 

examiner’s ^'^P^’^ent and the mcdica 

another gloiving cxa^plc^of 

bothor^zations. gross incompetence o 

Laurie breezed into the room and interrupted Jack, 
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it to? Trouble is I don’t think I’m mad at anyone and 
to forestall guilt I’ll probably end up doing it myself.” 
“Give it to me,” Jack said. 

“You don’t care?” Laurie asked. She hated floaters, 
especially those which had been in the water for a long 
time. Such autopsies were unpleasant and often difficult 
jobs. 

“Nah,” Jack said. “Once you get past the smell, you 
got it licked.” 

“Please!” Laurie murmured. “That’s disgusting.” 
“Seriously,” Jack said. “They can be a challenge. I 
like them better than gunshot wounds.” 

“Tltis one is both,” Laurie commented, as she put 
Jack down for the floater. 

“How delightful!” Jack commented. He walked back 
to the scheduling desk and looked over Laurie’s 
shoulder. 

“There’s a presumptive, close range shotgun blast to 
the upper-right quadrant,” Laurie said. 

“It’s sounding better and better,” Jack said. “What’s 
the wetim’s name?” 

"No name,” Laurie said. “In fact, that will be part of 
your challenge. The head and the hands are missing.” 
Laurie handed Jack the folder. He leaned on the edge 
' of die desk and slid out the contents. There wasn’t much 
information. Wliat dicre was came from the forensic 
investigator, Janice Jaeger. 

Janice ssTotc that tlie body had been discovered in 
the Atlantic Ocean way out off Coney Island, It had 
been inadvertently found by a Coast Guard cutter which 
h.ad been Ijang in wait under the cover of night for some 
suspected drug runners. The Coast Guard had acted on 

•in nnonvmou5» fin at th/* nf* 
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that body disappeared. The public has to know we ai 
impartial.” 

“I was hoping you’d have a change of heart and give 
up on that quest after a night’s sleep,” Jack mumble 
while continuing to read. 

“Not a chance,” Laurie said. 

“This is crazy!” Jack said, slapping the page of new: 
print. “First they suggest we here at the 2\1E office wei 
responsible for ffie body disappearing, and now they s: 
the mob undoubtedly buried the remains in the wilds ( 
Westchester so they will never be found.” 

“The last part is probably correct,” Laurie sai' 
“Unless the body turns up in the spring thaw. With tl 
frost it’s hard to dig more than a foot below the surface 

“Gads, what trash!” Jack commented as he finish< 
the article. “Here, you want to read it?” He offered tl 
front pages of the paper to Laurie. 

Laurie waved them off. “Thanks, but I already re: 
the version in the Thnes'' she said. “It was causi 
enough. I don’t need the New York Post's point of view 

Jack went back over to Vinnie and quipped that 1 
was \viiling to return his paper to its virginal state. Vinri 
took the pages without comment. 

“You are awliilly sensitive today,” Jack said to tl 
tech. 

“Just leave me alone,” Vinnie snapped. 

“Whoa, w'atch out, Laurie!” Jack said. “I think Vinr 
has pre-mental tension. He’s probably planning on doii 
some thinking and it’s got his hormones all out 
whack.” 

“Uh-oh!” Laurie called out. “Here’s that floater th 
Mike Passano mentioned last night. Who should I assij 
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“Any progress on the Pranconi case?” Laurie askecL 
“Nothing that pleases the captain, the area corn- 
mandcr, or the poUce commissioner,” Lou said 
dejcctcdiy. “What a mess. The worry is, some heads are 
going to roll. We in Homicide are starting to worry we 
might be set up as scapegoats unless wc can come up 
with a break in the case.” 

“It wasnh your fault Franconi was murdered,” Laurie 
said indignantly. 

“Tell that to the commissioner,” Lou coimnented. 
He took a loud sip horn his coffee. “Mind if 1 
smoke?” He looked at Laurie and Jack. “Forget it,” he 
said the moment he saw their expressions. “I don’t know 
why 1 asked. Must have been a moment of temporary 
insanity.” 

“What have you learned?” Laurie asked. Laurie knew 
tliat prior to being assigned to Homicide, Lou had been 
\rith the Organized Crime unit. With his experience, 
there was no one more qualified to investigate the case. 

“It was definitely a Vaccarro hit,” Lou said. “We 
learned that fiom our mformers. But since Franconi was 
about to testify, we’d already assumed as much. The only 
real lead is that we have the murder weapon.” 

“That should help," Laurie said. 

Not as much as you’d think,” Lou said. “It’s not so 
unusual during a mob hit that the weapon is left behind. 
Wc found it on a rooftop across from the Positano P^es- 
laurant. It was a scoped 30-30 Remington with 

rounds missing from its magazine. The two casks 
on the roof.” “ " 


^ Fingerprints?” Laurie asked. 

Wiped dean,” Lou said, “but k" 
still going over it.” 
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been essentially dead in the water with their lights 
and radar on. The cutter had literally bumped up ag 
the body. The presumption was that it was the ten 
of the drug runner/informer. 

“Not a lot to go on,” Jack said. 

“Ail the more challenge,” Laurie teased. 

Jack slipped off the desk and headed for the comn 
cations room en route to the elevator. “Come 
grouchy!” he called to Vinnie. He gave Vinnie’s p 
a slap and his arm a tug as he passed. “Time’s a wasti 
But at the door he literally bumped into Lou Sold 
The detective lieutenant had his mind on his goal: 
coffee machine. 

“Jeez,” Jack commented. “You should try out foi 
New York Giants.” Some of his coffee had sloshed 
onto the floor. 


“Sorry,” Lou said. “I’m in sorry need of some ji 

Both men went to the coffeepot. Jack used : 
paper towels to dab at the spill down the front c 
corduroy jacket. Lou filled a Styrofoam cup to tlie 
wth a shaky hand, then sipped enough to allov 
plenty of cream and sugar. 

I^u sighed. “It’s been a grueling couple of day: 

“Have you been partying all night again?” Jack 
u s fiicc was stubbled with a heavy growth of \ 
'ere. He had on a wrinkled blue shirt with the top bt 
undone and his tie loosened and askew. His Color 
stye trench coat looked like something a horn 
person would wear. 

I nish, Lou grunted. “I’ve seen about three h 
of sleep in the last nvo nights.” He walked over, 
icllo jo^unc, and sat down hcavUy in a chair 
the scheduling desk. 
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investigation ” Lou said. “It was most likely the same 
people from the Vaccarro organization. It just stands to 
reason.” 

Jack threw up his hands. “I’m getting out of here ” 
he said. “I can tell neither of you will listen to reason.” 

He again tugged on Vinnie’s shirt on the way out the 
door. 

Jack poked his head into Janice’s office. “Anything I 
should know about this floater that’s not in the folder?” 
he asked the investigator. 

“The little there is, is all there,” Janice said. “Except 
for the coordinates where the Coast Guard picked up 
the body. They told me that someone would have to call 
today to make sure it wasn’t classified or something. But 
I can’t imagine that information \vill matter. It’s not like 
anyone could go out there and find the head and the 
hands.” 

“I agree,” Jack said. “But have someone call anyway. 
Just for the record.” 

“I’ll leave a note for Bart,” Janice said. Bart Arnold 
was the cliicf forensic investigator. 

“Thanks, Janice,” Jack said. “Now get out of here 
and get some sleep.” Janice was so committed to her 
job tlrat she always worked overtime. 

“Wait a second,” Janice called out. “There was one 
other thing tltat I forgot to note in my report. When 
tltc body was picked up, it was naked. Not a stitch of 
clotliing,” 

Jack nodded. That was a curious piece of information. 
Lndressing a corpse was added effort on the part of the 
murderer. Jack pondered for a moment, and when he 
did, he decided it was consistent with the murderer’s 
^^ish to hide the victim’s identity', a fact made obvious 
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“Traceable?” Jack asked. 

“Yeah,” Lou said with a sigli. “We did that. The rifl 
belonged to a hunting freak out in Menlo Park. But 
was the expected dead end. The guy’s place had bee 
robbed the day before. The only thing missing was th 
rifle.” 

“So what’s next?” Laurie asked. 

“We’re still following up leads,” Lou said. “Plus thet 
are more informers that we’ve not been able to contac 
But mosdy we’re just keeping our fingers crossed fc 
some sort of break. What about you guys? Any idea ho^ 
the body walked out of here?” 

“Not yet, but I’m looking into it personally,” Lauri 
said. 

“Hey, don’t encourage her,” Jack said. “That’s fo 
Bingham and Washington to do.” 

“He’s got a point, Laurie,” Lou said. 

“Damn straight I got a point,” Jack said. “Last tim 
Laurie got involved writ the mob she got carried out c 
here nailed in a coffin. At least that’s what you told me.’ 

“That was then and this is now,” Laurie said. “Fn 
not involved in this case the way I was in that one. I thin! 
It is important to find out how the body disappeared fo 

c sake of this office, and frankly Fm not convince 
either Bingham or Washington \vill make the effort 

Prom their point of view, it is better to let the episodi 
just fade.” 

“I can understand that,” Lou said. “In fact, if th. 
goddamned media would only let up, die commissione 
might even want us to case up. Who knows?” 

“I m going to find out how it happened,” Lauri< 
repeated with conviction, 

“Well, knowing the who and the how could help m) 
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anterioposterior fuJl-body shot. Wth no head and no 
hands, tlic image was decidedly abnormal, like the X- 
ray of some primitive, nonhuman creature. The otiicr 
abnormality \%'as a bright, dense blob of shotgun pellets 
in the area of the right upper quadrant. Jack’s immediate 
impression was that there had been multiple shotgun 
blasts, not just one. There were too many bccbcc-likc 
pellets. 

Tire pellets were opaque to die X-rays and obscured 
any detail they covered. On die light bo.\ dicy appeared 
white. 

Jack was about to sssntch his attention to die lateral 
X-ray when something about die opacity caught his 
attention. At nvo locations die periphery appeared 
strange, more lumpy dian die usual bccbcc contour. 

Jack looked at die lateral film and saw die same 
phenomena. His first impression was that the shotgun 
blasts might have carried some radio-opaque material 
into the wound. Perhaps it had been some part of die 
lictim’s clodiing. 

“\Vlicncvcr you’re ready. Maestro,” Vinnie called out. 
He had everydiing prepared. 

Jack turned from the X-ray wcw box and approached 
the autops)' table. The floater was ghastly pale in the raw 
fluorescent liglit. Wioevcr die lictini had been, he d 
been relatively obese and had nor made any recent trip', 
to die Caribbean. 

“To use one of your favorite quotes,’” Vmnic said. 
“It doesn’t look like he’s going to make it to the p.o.n. 

Jack smiled at \^nnic’s black humor. I* 
more in keeping wdi his pcrson.i!ity, suepe'd'* -s. 
had recovered from his early-morning p:quc 

ITic body was in sad shape altliough hdh 
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by the missing head and hands. Jack waved goodbye 
Janice. 

“Don’t tell me we’re doing a floater,” Vinnie whin^ 
as he and Jack headed for the elevator. 

“You sme do tune out when you read the spoi 
page,” Jack said. “Laurie and I discussed it for t 
minutes.” 

They boarded the elevator and started do^vn to tl 
autopsy room floor. Vinnie refused to make eye conta 
tvith Jack. 

“You are in a weird mood,” Jack said. “Don’t tell n 
you’re taking this Franconi disappearance personally.” 

“Lay off,” Vinnie said. 

While Vinnie went off to don his moon suit, lay o 
all the paraphernalia necessary to do the autopsy, ar 
then get the body into the morgue and onto the tabl 
Jack went through the rest of the folder to make absc 
utely certain he’d not missed anything. Then he wei 
and found the X-rays that had been taken when the boc 
had arrived. 

Jack put on his own moon suit, unplugged the powi 
source that had been charging overnight, and hookc 
himself up. He hated the suit in general, but to work o 
a decomposing floater he hated it less. As he’d tease 
tvith Laune earlier, the smell was the worst part. 

At that time in the morning. Jack and Vinnie wei 
the only ones in the autopsy room. To Vinnie’s chagrii 
Jack invariably insisted on getting a jump on the da 
Frequendy, Jack was finishing his first case when hi 
colleagues were just starting theirs. 

The first order of business was to look at the X-ray; 
and Jack snapped them up on the viewer. With' his hand 
on his hips. Jack took a step back and gazed at th 
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“How many times do you suppose they shot him in 
the abdomen?” Vinnie asked. 

“Hard to say,” Jack said. 

“Boy, they weren’t taking any chances,” Vinnie said. 
“They sure as hell wanted him dead.” 

A half-hour later, when Jack was about to commence 
the internal part of the autopsy, the door opened and 
Laurie walked in. She was gowned and held a mask to 
her face, but she didn’t have on her moon suit. Since 
she was a stickler for rules and since moon suits were now 
required in die “pit,” Jack was immediately suspicious. 

“At least your case wasn’t in the water for long,” 
Laurie said, looking down at the corpse. “It’s not 
decomposed at all.” 

“Just a refreshing dip,” Jack quipped. 

“Wiat a shotgun wound!” Laurie marveled, gazing 
at the fearsome wound. Then looking at the multiple 
gashes, she added, “These look like they were done by 
a propeller.” 

Jack straightened up. “Laurie, what’s on your mind? 
^ou didn’t come down here just to help us, did you?” 

“No,” Laurie admitted. Her voice wavered behind 
her mask. “I guess I w'anted a little moral support.” 

“About w'hat?” Jack questioned. 

“Cah-in just reamed me out,” Laurie said. “Appar- 
ently the night tech, Mike Passano, complained that I 
had been in last night accusing him of being involved in 
the theft of Franconi’s body. Can you imagine? An^nvay, 
Cabin was really angrj', and you know' how' I hate con- 
frontation. I ended up crying, w'hich made me furious 
at myself.” 

Jack blew out tlirough pursed lips. He tried to tliink 
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in the water had washed it clean. The good news wa 
that it had obwously been in the water for only a shot 
time. The trauma went far beyond the multiple shotgu 
blasts to the upper abdomen. Not only were the hca 
and the hands hacked off, but there was a series of wide 
deep gashes in the torso and thighs that exposed swath 
of greasy adipose tissue. The edges of all the wound 
were ragged. 

“Looks like the fish have been having a banquet, 
Jack said. 

“Oh, gross!” Vinnie commented. 

The shotgun blasts had bared and damaged many c 
the internal abdominal organs. Some straiids of intestine 
were visible as was one dangling kidney. 

Jack picked up one of the arms and looked at th 
exposed bones. “A hacksaw would be my guess,” h 
said. 

“What are all these huge cuts?” Vinnie asked. “Some 
body try to slice him up like a holiday turkey?” 

“Nah, I’d guess he’d been run over with a boat, 
Jack said. “They look like propeller injuries.” 

Jack then began a careful examination of the exteric] 
of the corpse. With so much obvious trauma, he knc\ 
it was easy to miss more subtle findings. He workei 
slowly, frequently stopping to photograph lesions. Hi 
mcticulousncss paid off. At the ragged base of the nec 
just anterior to the collar bone he found a small circula 
lesion. He found another similar one on the left sid 
below the rib cage. 

“What arc they?” Vinnie asked. 

‘ I don’t know,” Jack said. “Puncture wounds of som 
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Fifteen minutes later, Laurie left the autopsN' room. Jack 
had sheared her ail the external findings on lus case, 
includins the wo puncture wounds. She’d listened with 
half an car, ob'dously preoccupied nith the Franconi 
business. Jack had had to restrain himself to keep from 
telling her again how he felt. 

“Enough of this external stuff,” Jack said to \ftnnie. 
“Let’s move on to the internal part of the autopstt” 

“It’s about time,” Vinnie complained. It was now 
after eight and bodies were coming in along with their 
assigned techs and medical examiners. Despite the early 
start, he and Jack were not significandy ahead of the 
others. 

Jack ignored the friendly banter evoked by his hapless 
corpse. Wth all the obvious trauma. Jack had to vary 
the traditional autopsy technique and that took concen- 
tration. In contrast to Vinnie, Jack was oblivious to die 
passage of time. But again his meticulousness paid off. 
Although the liver had essentially been obliterated by the 
shotgun blasts, Jack discovered sometiting extraordinary 
that might have been missed by someone doing a more 
haphazard, cursory job. He found the tiny remains of 
surgical sutures in die vena cava and in the' ragged end 
of the hepatic artery. Sutures in such an area were 
uncommon. The hepatic artery brought blood to the 
liver, whereas die vena cava was the largest vein in 
the abdomen. Jack didn’t find any sutures in the portal 
vein, because that vessel was almost entirely obliterated. 

“Chet, get over here,” Jack called. Chet McGwcrn 

uy Jack’s office mate. He was busy at a ncighborinF 
tabic. 

Chet put down his scalpel and stepped wer to Wy. 
table. Vmme moved to the head to give him 
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of something to say other than “I told you so,” bi 
nothing came to mind. 

“I’m sorry,” Jack said limply. 

“Thanks,” Laurie said. 

“So you shed a few tears,” Jack said. “Don’t be s 
hard on yourself.” 

“But I hate it,” Laurie complained. “It’s so unpre 
fessional.” 

“Ah, I wouldn’t worry about it,” Jack said. “Some 
times I wish I could shed tears. Maybe if we could di 
some kind of partial trade, we’d both be better off.” 

“Anytime!” Laurie said with conviction. This was th 
closest Jack had come to an admission of what Lauri 
had long suspected; his botded-up grief was the majo 
stumbling block for his own happiness. 

So, at least now you’ll drop your minicrusadc,” Jacl 
said. 


Heavens, no!” Laurie said. "If anything, it mak 
me more committed because it suggests just what 
eared. Calvin and Bingham are going to try to swet 
the episode under the carpet. It’s not right.” 

“Oh, Laurie!’’ Jack moaned. “Please! This little rui 
m Calvin will only be the beginning. You’re goin 
to bnng yourself nothing but grief” 

It’s the principle,” Laurie said. “So don’t lectui 
me. I came to you for support.” 

Jack sighed, fogging up his plastic face mask for 
^ment. Okay, he said. “What do you want me t 


“Nothing in particular,” Laurie said. “Just be there 
for me.” 
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“What’cha got?” Chet asked. “Something intei 
esting?” He peered into the hole where Jack w 
working. 

“I sure do,” Jack said. “I got a bunch of shotgu 
pellets, but I also have some vascular sutures.” 

“Where?” Chet asked. He couldn’t make out ar 
anatomical landmarks. 

“Here,” Jack said. He pointed with the handle of 
scalpel. 

“Okay, I see them,” Chet said with admiration. “Ni( 
pickup. There’s not a lot of cndothelialization. Ids: 
they weren’t that old.” 

“That’s my thought,” Jack said. “Probably within 
month or two. Six months at the extreme.” 

“What do you think it means?” 

“I think the chances of me making an identificatic 
just went up a thousand percent,” Jack said. He straigh 
cned up and stretched. 

“So the victim had abdominal surgery,” Chet sai 
“Lots of people have had abdominal surgery.” 

“Not the kind of surgery this guy apparently had 
Jack said. “With sutures in the vena cava and the hepal 
artery. I’m betting he’s in a pretty distin^shed grou 
My guess is that he’d had a liver transplant not too loi 
ago.” 
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relationship, Dr. Anderson had to have been being 
squeezed by managed care. 

“I suppose that means a large staff,” Raymond said. 
“We’re do\vn to one nurse,” Mrs. Auchincloss said. 
“It’s hard to find appropriate help these days.” 

Yeah, sure, Raymond mused. One nurse for four 
examining rooms unquestionably meant the doctor was 
struggling. But Raymond didn’t vocalize his thoughts 
Instead he let his eyes roam around the carefully ■wall- 
papered walls and said; “I’ve always admired these old 
school, Park Avenue offices. They are so cmlized anc 
serene. They can’t help but impart a feeling of trust.” 

“I’m sure our patients feel the same way,” Mrs. Auch 
incloss said. 

An interior door opened and a bejeweled, Gucci 
draped, elderly woman stepped into the reception arej 
She was painfully thin and had suffered so many face 
lifts tJiat her mouth was drawm into a taut, unremittin 
smirk. Behind her was Dr. Waller Anderson. 

Raymond’s and Waller’s eyes crossed for a fleetin 
moment as the doctor guided his patient to the recej 
tionist and gave instructions of when he should see h< 
next. 

Raymond assessed the doctor. He was tall and had 
refined look tliat Raymond sensed he possessed as we 
But Waller wasn’t tanned. In fact, his complexion had 
grarish cast, and he looked strained with sad eyes ai 
hollow checks. As far as Raymond xvas concerned, ha 
times Were written all over his face. 

After warm goodbyes to his patient, Waller motion 
Raymond to follow him. He led down a long corrid 
th.tt g.avc access to die examining rooms. At the end 
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As the door closed behind him, Raymond wa 
immediately pleased. The ofiSce looked and even smellec 
like money. It was sumptuously appointed wth antique: 
and thick oriental carpets. The walls were covered with 
nineteenth-centiuy art. 

Raymond advanced to an elegant, bouUe-work French 
desk. A well dressed, matronly receptionist glanced 
up at him over her reading glasses. A nameplate sat on 
the desk feeing Raymond. It said: Mrs. Arthur P. 
Auchincloss. 

Raymond gave his name, being sure to emphasize the 
feet that he was a physician. He was well aware that some 
doctors’ receptionists could be uncomfortably imperious 
if they didn’t know a visitor was a member of the trade, 

“The doctor is expecting you,” Mrs. Auchincloss said. 
Then she politely asked Raymond to wait in the waiting 
room. 

“It’s a beautiful oflBce,” Raymond said to make con- 
versation. 

Indeed,” Mrs. Auchincloss said. 

Is it a large oflSce.>” Raymond asked. 

Yes, of course,” Mrs. Auchincloss said. “Dr. And- 
erson is a very busy man. We have four full examining 
rooms and an X-ray room.” 

Paymond smiled. It wasn’t difficult for him to guess 
the astronomical overhead that Dr. Anderson had been 
duped into assuming by so-called productivity experts 
during the heyday of “fee-for-service” medicine. From 
Raymond’s point of view. Dr. Anderson was the perfect 
quarry as a potential partner. Although the doctor 
undoubtedly still had a small backlog of wealthy patients 
svilling to pay cash to retain their old, comfortable 
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“I con’c hi'.-e any trouble with sfcninc an att!vi.uit.“ 
Waller said. “As lone as I'm nor breakinc anv law," 


‘W.cU. then," Raymond said. He put his codec cup 
on the edge of Waller's desk to fixe up his h.tnds. He 
fervendy bclicsxd that hand gestures were irnport.tnt for 
impact. He started by telling about his chance meeting 
seven years presiously with Ke\in Marshall whoM given 
a poorly attended presentarion at a national meeting that 
dealt with homologous tnmsposition of chromosome 
parts between cells. 

“Homologous transposition:” Waller questioned. 
“\Miat the dcsil is that?” Ha\ing been through medical 
school prior to the revolution in molecular biology, he 
was unfamiliar widi the terms. 

Raymond patiendy explained and used for his example 
the short arms of chromosome 6. 

“So this Kerin Marshall developed a way to take a 
piece of chromosome from one cell and exchange it for 
the same piece in the same location of another cell,” 
Waller said. 

“Exaedy,” Raymond said. “And for me it was like 
an epiphany. I immediately saw the clinical application. 
Suddenly it xvas potentially po.ssiblc to create an immun- 
ological double of an indiridual. As I’m sure you arc 
aware, the short arm of chromo.somc six cont.ains the 
major histocompatibilitx’ complex.” 

“Like an identical twin,” Waller said with growinr . 

•’ ' S 

interest. > >' 

“Even better dtan an identical nsin,” Raymon< 

“The immunological double is created in 
atcly sized animal species that can be i 
demand. Few people would be able to have 
txsin sacrificed.” 
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pT>t-ctdc-6 i^sxrr.OTid into his prrv'atc office, then clo.i 

VMer iltodS himself cordially but s.ith obdo, 
rc'y^vc. He took Rzymond’s bat and coat, s' 
carefully hung in a small closet- 
“Colfce?” Waller asked. 

“By all means,” Raymond said. ^ 

A few minutes later, both with coffee, and w 
behind his desk and Raymond sitting in a chair m 

Raymond began his pitch. , . 

“7'hcsc arc tough times to be practicing me 

Raymond said. , i, hut 

Waller made a sound that svas akin to a augi , 

wa s bereft 'of humor. Obviously he wasn ^ j 

“We can offer you an opportumty to ‘ ^ 
augment your income as well as provide ® ^ 

oT'? «> =■=!«( parienB,” Raymond said. Tor the B® 
Rayme— ’ -.c . nracriced speech tlW 


CO select patients,' jca>muu.^ - 

he’d presentation was a practiced spec 

the years. . Printer 

jeeted anything illegal about this? 

is tone was serious, almost irntable. 

’ «vj 'titercsted.” , . ..t,,, 

cxtrem°?'”® illegal,” Raymond assured lum- J 
Wo ^J^°”fidential. From our phone call, yo“ 

non? ^ '*g to keep this conversation jusi 

you, mA 1 ^ ' ». .. 5> 


ongvoi, ^ ^ 

“As r ’ Dr. Daniel Levitz. 

tong as mxr .• a.i^. 


, -uiia jjr. ju»anaei x^viui. 

- - tny silence is not felonious in ^ 
er said. “I -will not be duped into being 


•eessory_»> 

yot^d?ri ? '''“try,” Raymond said. He smiled. 

an ^ i°in our group, you ^vi]l be asked to 

11 you be ^tinceming confidentiality. Only then 
told the specific details.” 
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w!l encourage you to recruit other physicians like your- 
self with coUapsing patient bases but who still have 
a number of wealthy, health-conscious, cash-paying 
patients. With every successful physician recruitment, 
you get percentages from each of his recruitment efforts. 

For instance, if you choose to join. Dr. Levitz, who 
recommended you,'will receive percentages from all your 
successes. You don’t have to be an accountant to under- 
stand that with a little effort you could be earning a 
substandal income. And as an added 'mcentive, we can 
offer the payments offshore so they will accrue tax-free.” 
“Why all the secrecy?” Waller asked. 

“For obsious reasons as far as the offshore accounts 
arc concerned,” Raymond said. “As for the whole 
program, there have been ethical issues that have been 
overlooked. Consequently, the biotechnology^ company 
tliat is making this all possible is paranoid about bad 
publicity'. Frankly, the use of animals for transplantation 
offends some people, and we certainly do not want to 
be forced to deal with animal-rights zealots. Besides, this 
is an expensive operation and can be made available to 
only a few highly select people. That violates the concept 
of equality'.” 

“May 1 ask how many clients have taken advantage 
^ of this plan?” 

Laymen or physicians?” Raymond asked. 

“Laymen,” Waller said. 

Around one hundred,” Raymond said. 

Has anybody had to utilize the resource?” 

“As a matter of fact, four have,” Raymond said. “Two 
kidneys and tsvo livers have been transplanted. All are 
doing superbly wlUtout medication and without any 
signs of rejection. And, I might add, there is a substantial 
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“Why wasn’t this published?” Waller asked. 
“Dr. Marshall fully intended to publish,” Ra 
said. “But there were some minor details he waj 
work out before he did so. It was his departmcr 
that forced him to present at the meeting. Lucky 
“After hearing the talk, I approached him an 
\Tnced him to go private. It wasn’t easy, but what 
the scales in our fevor was that I promised him 
of his dreams with no interference from acadi 
assured him that he would be given any and evci 
of equipment he wanted.” 

“You had such a lab?” Waller asked. 

“Not at the time,” Raymond admitted. “One 
agreement from him, I approached an inten 
biotechnology giant, which wU go nameless ut 
agree to join our group. With some difficulty I so 
on the idea of creatively marketing this phenom' 

“And how is that done?” Waller asked. 

Raymond moved forward in his chair and loci 
widi Waller. “For a price we create an immun 
double for a client,” he said. “As you can well i 
it is a significant price but not unreasonable for tl 
of mind it affords. But how we really make rr 
that the client must pay a yearly tuition to miur 
double.” 

“Sort of like an initiation fee and tlien dues,’ 
said. 

“That’s anotlicr way to look at it,” Raymond 

“How do I benefit?” Waller asked. 

“Myriad ways,” Raymond said. “Fve constru 
business like a merchandizing pyramid. For cvci 
you recruit, you get a percentage, not only of tl 
price but each year from die tuition. On top of 
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curb into the path of a speeding city bus. 'Waid from 
the hurling vehicle blew off his hat while filthy gutter 
water sprayed the front of his cashmere coat. 

Raymond staggered back, dazed from his narrow 
escape from what might have been a horrible death. New 
^ork was a city of sudden extremes. 

You okay, buddy?” a passerby asked. He handed 
RayTnond his dented fedora. 

“I’m fine, thank you,” Raymond said. He looked 
down at the front of his coat and felt ill. The episode 
seemed metaphorical and brought back the anxiety he’d 
cxpcncnced over the unfortunate Franconi business. The 
muck reminded him of having to deal with Vinnie 


Feeling chastened, Raymond crossed the street with 

ItdTKT' ^ Of As he walked 

themh So-eet. he began to worry about 

e other bvo transplant cases. He’d never considered the 

-nUtamr'”’' f *0 P-o- 

staml ofr'’,^'™°"‘‘ oheck the 

mind thatT Aoubt in his 

the Difi. "n ^ "“I- If one of 

future for wharev “merime in the 

the results 110001? “f 

Ctop the 40 ,?“^^^^^^ GenSys would probably 

“^r'■ P”'"' in 

set on ,?'o bought he’d better 

set the phone and talk with the recruitinB doctors. 
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additional charge for the harvest and transplantation, 
and the involved physicians get the same percentages o 
tiicsc 

“How many physicians are involved?” WaUer asked. 

“Fewer than fifty,” Raymond said. “We started slow y 
on recruitment, but it is now speeding up.” 

“How long has this program been going on. W 


asked. 


“About six years,” Raymond said. “It’s been a sig- 
nificant outlay of capital and a lot of effort, but it 
beginning to pay off handsomely. I should remm y 
that you will be getting in at a relatively y a 
the pyramid structure will benefit you grea y. 

"It sounds mterssting,” WsUcr said. “God knom I 
could use some additional income with my mg pa 
base. I’ve got to do something before I lose is o 
“It would be a pity,” Raymond agreed. 

“Can I think about it for a day or so?” WaUer as ' • 
Raymond stood up. Experience told him he 
another score. “By all means,” he said gracious y. 
also invite you to caU Dr. Levitz. He rccomrnen e 
you highly, and he’s extraordinarily satisfied ivith c 


arrangements.” . ., 

Five minutes later Raymond exited onto the sidew 
and turned south down Park Avenue. His walk had an 
extra bounce to it. With the blue sky, the clear air, an 
the hint of spring, he felt on top of the world, especial ) 
with the pleasurable rush of adrenaline that a success 
recruitment always gave him. Even the unpleasantness 
of the previous couple of days seemed insignificant. The 
future was bright and full of promise. 

But then near disaster came out of nowhere. Dis- 
tracted by his victory, Raymond almost stepped from the 
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admitted that she'd alv^-ays beer: c^czs rr 5^ 
house looked like on die ntsice. 

The afternoon had been a. big rcceess. 
the key ingredient for the artentccn. s snrress rre 
personalities of the tvi-o ladies. There nerrer a rarse 
in the conversation. Anodier ccrrrromg rarrrr rraa 
been the wine that therd all dedded -rren rrsiear: cr 


tea. As a member of the Zone's elrrs, Kedr. vr:as gr^en a 
regular allotment of French wine widdx be rareir crann. 
Consequently, he had an impressive ce^ar. 

The major topic of conversaticn bad been the Cd_ 
a favorite pastime for temporary American enramsnes- 
Each of the three had extolled and argued tbe vbtnes cf 
their hometot\’n. Melanie loved bTew To£c and con- 
tended it was in a class all its own; Candace said tnaa 


Pittsburgh’s quality of life was rated one of the himest: 
and Kc\in praised the intcliectual sthnnladon of Bort-on. 
llTiat they had purposefully avoided discussing was 
Ketin’s emotional outburst at the commissarv during 
lunch. 


At the time, both Candace and hlclanic questioned 
what he’d meant by being terrified of overstepping the 
bounds. But they didn’t persist when it became clear 
that Kesin was overly upset and reluctant to explain. 
Intuitively, the women had decided it best to change the 
subject, at least for the time. 

“I’ve come to sec if I can drag you over to meet lAr. 
Horace Winchester,” Candace said. “I told him about 
you, and he’d like to thank you in person.” 

“I don’t know if that is a good idea,” Kevin said. He 
could feel himself tense. 

“On tlic contrary,” Candace said. “After v/hat you 
said at lunch, I think you should sec the good side of 


CHAPTER NINE 


March 5, 1997, 5:45 P.IV 
Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

“Hello!” Candace’s voice called out. “Ai 
Kevin’s hand flinched at the unexpe* 
lab techs had long since left for the day,r 
tory had been silent save for the lo| 
* geratipn , units. Kevin had stayed i 
'j/' . iv. analysis to separate DNA 
Candace’s voice, he’d mj 
'micropipettt 
tlie gel. The 

here!” Kevin yell 
up. Through th< 
he could sec Canda 
»e doorway. 

Am I coming at a bad 
cached i 

No, I was just finishinj 
wasn’t being too transp; 

Ithough he was frustr 
spent on the proccdu 
dace. During lunch th 
age to invite Candace 
tea. Both had acccptc< 
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standoff. I was just tning to talk him into going over t 
tltc hospital to meet Mr. Winchester. He’s already oii 
of bed and feeling chipper. I told him about you guy; 
and he’d like to meet both of you.” 

“I hear he ot\Tis a string of resort hotels,” Melani 
said with a trink. “Hey, maybe we can finagle som 
vouchers for complimentary' drinks.” 

“As appreciative and as wealthy as he is, you coul 
very well do better than that,” Candace said. “Th 
problem is that Kerin doesn’t want to go.” 

“How come, sport?” Melanie asked. 

“I thought it would be a good idea for him to sc 
the good side of what he’s been able to accomplish,’ 
Candace added. 

Candace caught Melanie’s eye. Melanie understooi 
Candace’s motivations immediately. 

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “Let’s get some positive feed 
back from a real, live patient. That should justify' all tlti 
hard work and give us a boost.” 

“I tliink it wll make me feel worse,” Kerin said 
Ever since getting back to the lab, he’d been trying t( 
concentrate on basic research to avoid facing his ' 
The ploy had worked to an extent until his cu 
made him call up tltc Isla Francesca graphic on his 
putcr terminal. Flaying \%ith the data had had an c . 
as bad as tltc smoke. 

Melanie put her hands on her hips. “'VMiy?” she askc 
“I don’t understand.” 

“It's hard to c.xplain,” Kerin said evasively. 

“Try me,” Melanie challenged. 

“Because seeing him trill rentind me of things I n 
trying not to think about,” Kctin said. “Like what hap 
pened to the other patient.” 


mo 


Bnbtn CoiOc 


you liavc been nblc to accomplish. I ni sorr) 
v/hal I said made yoti fed .*;o terrible/ 

ria/ul.ice’s remark v/as the first reference w 
hmch fjinburst since its occurrence. Kevin s 
tjuidrened, 

“If v/,r/n’f your fault,” he said. “I’d been upset 

your eojnmenl/i,” ., 4tj^ 

“'J'hen come meet Horace,” Candace sai 
recovery is faniastic. He’s doing so well, in ac , 
infetisivc-carc nurse like me is just about 
“I wouldn’t know what to say,” Kevin mum 
“<3h, if doesn’t matter what you say, ^n a ^ 
“'•'lie man is sr) thankful. Just a few days ago, ^ 
sick he fhonghf he was going to die. Now e 
he’s been given a new lease on life. Come on. 
help bm mnke yoi, feel good.” 

«trugg|ccj (o think up a reason not to g 


by another voice. It ww 


iinucncr vuiuv/ ci?t< 

’’ two favorite drinking buddi*^, r^indac 

" "”0 the room. She’d caught sight o 

dirougli the oDcn door. She d been o ^ 


wav , " tJ,c open door. She’d been oh ' 

blue ? 1 derec 

", 5" breast pocka. 


FOCKCt. , j 


“TV/* ^ Kuy* iJUiJKUvwi 

bottlf. buz7r. God, we went dirough 

■'wnc. Can you believe it.>” 

Mf.) ^^'^dacc nor Kevin responded. 

She <!rr!” j ^°°ked back and fortli between their c 
“Wl/^ • was wrong, 

o f*' ^ wake?” slic asked. , 

crcncf She loved Melanie’s outspoken irrc' 

^rdly, Candace said. “Kevin and I arc at a 
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standoff. I was just trying to talk him into going over to 
the hospital to meet Zvir. Winchester. He’s already out 
of bed and feeling chipper. I told him about you guys, 
and he’d like to meet both of you.” 

“I hear he o\vns a string of resort hotels,” Melanie 
said with a wink. “Hey, maybe we can finagle some 
vouchers for complimentary drinks.” 

“As appreciative and as wealthy as he is, you could 
very well do better than that,” Candace said. “The 
problem is diat K£\in doesn’t want to go.” 

“Hotv come, sport?” Melanie asked. 

I thought it would be a good idea for him to see 
the good side of what he’s been able to accomplish,” 
Candace added. 


Candace caught Melanie’s eye. Melanie understood 
Candace’s motivations immediately. 

^cah,” Melanie said. “Let’s get some positive feed- 
back from a real, live patient. That should justify all this 
hard work and give us a boost.” 


I tliink it will make me feel worse,” Kevin said. 
E\cr since getting back to the lab, he’d been trying to 


concentrate on basic research to avoid facing his fears. 
Tlic ploy had worked to an extent until his curiosity 
made him call up tlic Isla Francesca graphic on his com- 


puter terminal. Placing \vith the data had had an effect 
•' as bad as the smoke. 


Melanie put her hands on her hips, “\\niy?” she asked. 
I don’t understand.” 


It s Iiard to explain,” Kevin said evasively. 

Try me,” Melanie challenged. 

Because seeing him will remind me of things I’m 
ining not to think about,” Kevin said. “Like what hap- 
pened to the other patient,” 
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what you have been able to accomplish. I’m sorrj 
what I said made you feel so terrible.” 

Candace’s remark was the first reference to Ki 
lunch outburst since its occurrence. Kevin’s 
quickened. 

“It wasn’t your fault,” he said. “I’d been upset b 
your comments.” 

“Then come meet Horace,” Candace said, 
recovery is fantastic. He’s doing so well, in fact, tb 
intensive-care nurse like me is just about unnecess; 

“I wouldn’t know what to say,” Kevin mumble 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter what you say,” Candace 
“The man is so thankful. Just a few days ago, he v 
sick he thought he was going to die. Now he feel 
he’s been given a new lease on life. Come on! It 
help but make you feel good.” 

Kevin struggled to think up a reason not to g< 
then was saved by another voice. It was Melanie. 

“Ah, my two favorite drinking buddies,” Melani 
coming into the room. She’d caught sight of Cai 
and Kevin through the open door. She’d been o 
way to her own lab down the hall. She was dress 
blue coveralls which had ANIMAL CENTER embroi' 
on the breast pocket. 

“Arc cither of you guys hungover?” Melanie £ 
“I’ve still got a little buzz. God, we went througl 
bottles of wnc. Can you believe it?” 

Neither Candace nor Ke\in responded. 

Melanie looked back and forth between their 
She sensed something was wrong. 

' “What is this — ^a wake?” she asked. 

Candace smiled. She loved Melanie’s outspoken 
crcnce. “Hardly,” Candace said. “Kerin and I an 
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evasive, it drives me bananas. But that’s okay; I can deal 
with it. What I can’t deal with is your outburst at lunch. 
And when I tried to ask you what’s wrong, you gave 
some vague comment about ‘overstepping the bounds’ 
and then clammed up, unable to talk about it. You can’t 
let this fester, whatever it is that’s bothering you. It will 
only hurt you and impede your friendships.” 

Candace nodded agreement with all that Melanie had 
expressed. 

Kerin looked back and forth between the two out- 


spoken and tenacious women. As much as he resisted 
expressing his fears, at the moment he didn’t think he 
had much choice, especially with Melanie’s face inches 
way from his own. Not knowing how to begin he said: 

I VC seen smoke coming from Isla Francesca.” 
fsla Francesca?” Candace asked. 

It s the island where the transgenic bonobos go once 

they reach age tliree,” Melanie said. “So what’s with 
smoke? 

Kcnn stood and motioned for the women to foUow 
m. He walked over to his desk. With Iris index finger 
pointed out the xvindow toward Isla Francesca. “I’ve 

tlie sam^ three times,” he said. “It’s always from 
jc same place just to the left of the Umestone ridge. It’s 
) a ittle curl snaking up into the sky, but it persists.” 
forvan’f!^*^ squinted. She was mildly nearsighted, but 

glasses. “Is it L farthest 
some brn"'! she could just make out 

been rofb'T its spine that could have 

islands in ft, "i latc-afternoon sunlight, the other 

of dart- ^ ^ appeared like homogeneous mounds 
dark green moss. 

“Tim’s tlie one,” Kevin said. 
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“You mean his double, the bonobo?” Melanie ask< 

Kevin nodded. His face was now flushed, almost 
bad as it had been at the commissary. 

“You’re taking this animal-rights issue even mt 
seriously than I am,” Candace remarked. 

“I’m afraid it goes beyond animal rights,” Kevin sa 

A tense silence intervened. Melanie glanced 
Candace. Candace shrugged, suggesting she was ai 
loss. 

“Okay, enough is enough!” Melanie said with sudd 
resolve. She reached up, placed both hands on Ke\i 
shoulders, and pushed him down onto his laboratt 
stool. 

“Up until this afternoon I thought we were just c 
leagues,” she said. She leaned over and put her sha 
featured face close to Kevin’s. “But now I feel differen 
I got to know you a little bit, which I must say I appre 
ated, and I no longer think of you as an icy, alo 
intellectual snob. In fact I think we are friends. An 
right?” 

Kevin nodded. He was forced to look up into M 
anie’s black, marble-like eyes. 

“Friends talk to each other,” Melanie said. “T1 
communicate. They don’t hide their feelings and m£ 
others feel uncomfortable. Do you know what I 
saying?” 

“I thmk so,” Kevin said. He’d never considered t 
idea his behavior was capable of making oth 
uncomfortable. 

“Think so?” Melanie chided. “How can I explain 
so that you know so!” 

Kevin SAvallowcd. “I guess I know so.” 

Melanie rolled her eyes in frustration. “You arc 
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brought up the location of Melanie’s double. The little 
red light blinked just north of the escarpment very close 
to where his own had the day before. 

“You have a double?” Candace asked. She was dumb- 
founded. 

“Kedn and I were the guinea pigs,” Melanie said. 
“Our doubles were the first. We had to prove that the 
technology really works.” 

“Okay, now that you women know how the locator 
s)’stcm operates,” Kevin said, “let me show you what I 
did an hour ago, and we’ll see if we get the same dis- 
turbing result.” Kevin’s fingers played over the keyboard. 
UTiat I’m doing is instructing the computer to auto- 
matically locate all seventy-three of the doubles 
sequentially. The creatures’ numbers will occur in the 
corner followed by the blinking light on the graphic. 
Now watch.” Kc\in clicked to start. 

The s)'stem worked smoothly with only a short delay 

benveen the number appearing and then the red blinking 
light. 

I thought there were closer to a hundred animals,” 
Candace said. 

“There arc,” Kevin said. “But twenty-two of them 
3rc less than tliree y'cars old. They arc in the honobo 
enclosure at the animal center.” 

“Okay,” Melanie said after a few minutes of Wti(< 
die computer function, “It’s working juM >''< you < :»i!l, 
Wiat’s so disturbing?” 

“lust hold on,” Kctin said. 

All at once the number ?»7 app* d but uo iillu! luj* 
red light. After a few mom'’mf-., jitompt (lifilutl onto 
the screen. It said: AtJIMAl ''<0 imi/.iio m i» i o' 
W-ro.M.MKNCH. 



134 


Robin Cook 


“So, big deal’” Melanie commented. “A couple 
little fires. With all the lightning around here it’s i 
wonder.” 

“That’s what Bertram Edwards suggested,” Ke\ 
said. “But it can’t be lightning.” 

“Who’s Bertram Edwards?” Candace asked. 

“Why can’t it be lightning?” Melanie asked ignorii 
Candace. “Maybe there’s some metal ore in that roc 
ridge.” 

“Ever hear the expression lightning never strikes ti 
same place twice?” Kevin questioned. “The fire is n 
firom lightning. Besides, the smoke persisted and h 
never moved.” 

“Maybe some native people live out there,” Canda 
said. 

“GenSys was very sure that was not the case befo 
choosing the island,” Kevin said. 

“Maybe some local fishermen visit,” Candace su] 
gested. 

“All the locals know it is forbidden,” Kevin sail 
“Because of thcqiew Equatoguinean law it would be 
capital offense. There’s nothing out there that would I 
wortli dying for.” 

“Then who started the fires?” Candace asked. 

“Good God, Kevin!” Melanie exclaimed suddenl 
“I’m beginning to get an idea what you’re thinking. Bi 
let me tell you, it’s preposterous.” 

“What’s preposterous?” Candace asked. “Wi 
someone clue me in?” 

“Let me show you something else,” Kevin said. H 
turned to his computer terminal and with a few kej 
strokes called up the graphic of the island. He explainc 
the system to the women, and as a dcmonstratioi 
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Melanie brought up a hand to cover her mouth. Her 
eyes reflected a flicker of horror and dismay. 

Candace saw Melanie’s reaction. “Hey, come on, 
guys,” she pleaded. “What’s wrong? What are you 
thinking?” 

Melanie lowered her hand. Her eyes were locked on 
Kevin’s. “What Kevin was referring to when he said he 
tvas terrified he’d overstepped the bounds,” she 
explained in a slow, deliberate voice, “was the fear that 
he’d created a human.” 

“You’re not serious!” Candace exclaimed, but a 
glance at Kexnn and then at Melanie indicated that she 
was. 


For a full minute no one spoke. 

Finally Kewn broke the silence. “I’m not suggesting 
real human being in the guise of an ape,” Kevin said 
finally. “I’m suggesting that I’ve inadvertently created a 
kind of protohuman. Maybe something aldn to our 
distant ancestral forebears who spontaneously appeared 
in nature from apelike animals four or five million years 
ago. Maybe back tlicn the critical mutations responsible 
for the change occurred in the developmental genes I ' c 
subsequently learned arc on die short arm of chromo 


some six.” 

Candace found herself blankly gazing out the 
while her mind replayed die scene nvo day.s 
the OR when die bonobo was about to ’c ^ 
under ancsdiesia. He’d made curious fie 

and tried desperately to keep his hands 
could continue to make the same ''t ‘ ^ «hcn 

been constantly opening and closing us 
sweeping his hands a\v.ay from his "> • j,orninidlikc 

... t cnnlC C.io) 


'Youfre talking about same 
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Melanie looked at Kevin. “Where’s number thirt; 
seven?” 

Kevin sighed. “What’s left is in the incinerator,” fc 
said. “Number thirty-seven was Mr. Winchester 
double. But that’s not what I wanted to show you. 
Kevin clicked and the program restarted. Then it stoppe 
again at forty-two. 

“Was that Mr. Franconi’s double?” Candace aske< 
“The other liver transplant?” 

Kevin shook his head. He pressed several keys, asidn 
the computer the identity of forty- two. The nam 
Warren Prescott appeared. 

“So where’s forty-two?” Melanie asked. 

“I don’t know for sure, but I know what I fear, 
Kevin said. Kevin clicked and again the numbers and re 
lights alternately flashed on the screen. 

When the entire program had run its course, it ha^ 
indicated tliat seven of the bonobo doubles were unac 
coimtcd for, not including Franconi’s, which had beei 
sacrificed. 

Is this what you found earlier?” Melanie asked. 

Kevin nodded. “But it wasn’t seven, it was twelve 
And dthough some of the ones that were missing thi 
morning are still missing, most of them have reap 
peared.” 

“I don’t understand,” Melanie said. “How can tha 
be?” 

“When I toured that island way back before all thi 
started, Kevin said, “I remember seeing some caves ii 
that limestone cliff. What I’m thinking is that ou 
creations are going into the caves, maybe even living it 
them. It s the only way I can think of to explain wh} 
the grid would fail to pick them up.” 
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cre.iturc, 5<)n}Cthim* on the order of ^ 

Mctam'c •-.atd. “It’s true we noticed rite in an ^ 
lionobos tended to walk upright ” 

motficrs. At the lime we j'ust thoiigiit it wsi 

“Not so early a hominid as not to a\ ^ 
Kevin said. “Only true early man has us 
that’s wJiat I’m worried I’ve been seeing o 
campfires.” ^ming aW 

“So, to put it bluntly,” V cavemen oi 

from the window. “We’ve got a bunch o • 
there like back in prehistoric time. _ expette 


“Something like that,” Kevan sal . felt a littl 

rile women w-crc aghast. Strangely, he actu Y 
better now tliat he’d voiced lus demanded 

^irc we going to do?” sacrificinl 

Somg or the other, i 

Was ha^^*^ rilis is resolved one w y jjtuatior 

enough time dealing^rii the 51 

“r*r . °Uj»hf. inrtim W 3 S STl 3pC. , 


*vhcni^^ hard enough time dealing'—- 

“Wa.v the victim was an ape. ^t]j 

®Eck ' • Mdanie said. She spread herh 

“"’PMeL"' of ah 


Melanie said. She spr ^j^gybei 

blazing f of all this 

'''^Wthixio^ ‘^^oclusions here. There’s no p j^hal at 
WeVe been talking about is circumstanu 

“Tr 


rile comn^*" Acre’s more,” Kevin said. He ^ jjo„s 

rile bon*^*^K tiistructcd it to display ^ y^thin 

-onds, tvxr^ ° on the island simultaneoiw P 


rile bZ t it to display 

’^ris, two red^ sinudtaneoi^ y- 

■ ^°=ation whe^ ®P^otches began pulsating. 

^orth of ^^*anie’s double had been. , -g 

Kevin looked up « Mels™' 
suBp-„.,...® .ri^*^a suggest to YOU?” ■. i<T»n 


.j “DO 

ririnkitis are two groups,” she said. 

P^rniancnt?*’ 


“It was the same earlier,” Kevin said. “I think it is a 
real phenomenon. Even Bertram mentioned it. That’s 
not typical of bonobos. They get along in larger social 
groups than chimps, plus these are all relatively young 
animals. They should all be in one group.” 

Melanie nodded. Over the previous five years she’d 
learned a lot about bonobo behavior. 

“And there is something else more upsetting,” Kevin 
said. “Bertram told me one of the bonobos killed one 
of the pygmies on the retrieval of Winchester’s double. 

It wasn’t an accident. The bonobo aggressively threw a 
rock. That kind of aggression is more associated with 
human bcha\ior than with bonobos.” 

“I’d have to agree,” Melanie said. “But it’s still cir- 
cumstantial. All of it.” 

“Circumstantial or not,” Candace said, “I’m not 
going to have it on my conscience.” 

“I feel the same way,” Melanie said. “I’ve spent today 
getting two new female bonobos started on the egg- 
collection protocol. I’m not going to proceed until we 
find out if tliis wild idea about these possible proto- 
humans is valid or not.” 

“That’s not going to be easy,” Kevin srud. “To pro-ze 
it, somebody has to go to the island. The trouble is there 
arc only Uvo people svho can authorize a visit; Bertram 
. Edwards or SicgfHcd Spallck. I already tried to talk with 
Bertram, and even though I brought up tlic issue about 
the smoke, he made it very clear that no one v/as allov/ed 
oear the island accept for a pygmy v.'ho brings s’jp- 
plcmcntary food.” 

“Did you tell him what you arc worried afy,-.-''- 
Mclanic asked. 


“Not in so many words,” Kc.in 
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creature, something on the order of Homo ercctu 
Melanie sud. “It’s true we noticed the infant transge 
bonobos tended to walk upright more than th 
mothers. At the time we just thought it was cute.” 

“Not so early a hominid as not to have used firi 
Kevin said. “Only true early man has used fire. A 
that s what I’m worried I’ve been seeing on the islai 
campfires.” 

So, to put it bluntly,” Candace said, turning an 
from the window. “We’ve got a bunch of cavemen c 
diere like back in prehistoric time.” 

Something like that,” Kevin said. As he’d expect 
the women were aghast. Strangely, he actually felt a fit 
better now that he’d voiced his anxieties. 

(( > to do?” Candace demande 

I m certainly not going to be involved with sacrificii 
any more until this is resolved one way or the other, 
w^ having a hard enough time dealing with the situatic 
when I thought the victim was an ape.” 

Wait a sec, Melanie said. She spread her hands wil 
nngers apart. Her eyes were blazing anew. “Maybe we’i 
l^pmg to conclusions here. There’s no proof of all thi 

verymng we ve been talking about is circumstantial ; 
best.” 


True, but there’s more,” Kevin said. He turned b 
to the cotnputcr and instructed it to display the locati. 
o all Ac bonobos on the island simultaneously. Wit 
seconds, mo red splotches began pulsating. One was 
the location %vhere Melanie’s double had been. The ot) 

v\mat does this data suggest to you?” 

vn two groups,” she said. “1 

you think it is permanent?” 
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“You’re joking,” Kevin said, “It’s a capital offense 
Viithout authorization.” 

“It’s a capital offense for locals,” Melanie said. “That 
can’t apply to us. In our case, Siegfried has to answer to 
GcnSys.” 

“Bertram specifically forbade visits,” Kevin said. I 
offered to go by myself, and he said no.” 

“Well, big deal,” Melanie said. “So he gets mad. 
lat is he going to do, fire us? I’ve been here long 
jugh so that I don’t think that would be half bad. 
sides, they can’t do without you. That’s the reality.” 

“Do you think it might be dangerous?” Candace 
kcd. 

“Bonobos are peaceful creatures,” Melanie said. 
Much more so than chimps, and chimps aren’t 
angcrous unless you corner them.” 

“What about the man who was killed?” Candace said. 
“That was during a retrieval,” Kevin said. “They had 
0 get close enough to shoot a dart gun. Also, it was the 
Fourth retrieval.” 

“All wc want to do is observe,” Melanie said. 

“Okay, how do we get there?” Candace asked. 

“Drive, I guess,” Melanie said. “That’s how they go 
when they do a release or a retrieval. There must be 
some kind of bridge.” 

“There’s a road that goes east along the coast,” Kevin 
said. “It’s paved to the native village then it becomes 2 
track. That’s how 1 went on the visit to the island befor< 
wc started the program. Tor a hundred feet or so th 
inland and tlic mainland arc ordy separated by a cbann< 
thirty feet wide. Back then there was a wire suspensio 

It.. « 
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I’m sure of it. He wasn’t interested. The problem 
that he and Siegfried have been included in the proj 
bonuses. Consequently, they are going to make dai 
sure nothing threatens it. I’m afraid they’re venal enou 
not to care what’s on the island. And on top of th 
venality we have to weigh in Siegfried’s sociopathy.” 

“Is he that bad?” Candace asked. “I’d heard rumor 

“Whatever you heard, it’s ten times worse,” Mela 
said. “He’s a major sleazeball. To give you an examj 
he executed some impoverished Equatoguinean nr 
because they’d been caught poaching in the Zone, wh 
he likes to hunt.” 

“He killed them himself?” Candace questioned w 
shock and revulsion. 

“Not by himself,” Melanie said. “He had the nr 
tried in a kangaroo court here in Cogo. Then they w 
executed by a handful of Equatoguinean soldiers at i 
soccer field.” 

“And to add insult to injury,” Kevin said, “he u 
the skulls as bowls for odds and ends on his desk.” 

“Sorry I asked,” Candace said with a shiver. 

“What about Dr. Lyons?” Melanie asked. 

Kevin laughed. “Forget it. He’s more venal tl 
Bertram. This whole operation is his baby. I tried to t 
to him about the smoke, too. He was even less recepti 
Claimed it was my imagination. Frankly I don’t tr 
him, although I have to give him credit for being g' 
erous with bonuses and stocks. He’s cleverly gii 
everyone connected tvith the project a real stake in i 
venture, particularly Bertram and Siegfried.” 

“So, that leaves it all up to us,” Melanie said. “L< 
find out if it’s your imagination or not. What do you 
the three of us take a quick trip to Isla Francesca?” 



■; “Maybe. we can view 'the animals without 
across,” Candace said. “Let’s do it.” 

. “You ladies are fearless,” Kevin remarked. 

“Hardly,” Melanie said. “But I don’t see ■ 
with driving up there and cheddng the '■ 

Once we know what we’re dealing with, we 
better decision about what we want to do.” 

“When do you want to do this?” Kevin 

“I’d say now,” Melanie replied. She ^ • 
watch. “There’s no better time. Ninety ^ ■ 
population of the town is either at the • 

bar, splashing aroimd in the pool, or w . - ' 
at the athletic center.” 

Kevin sighed, let his arms fall limply to his 
capitulated. “Whose car should we take?” he 

“Yours,” Melanie said without hesitatio 
doesn’t even have four-wheel drive.” 

As the trio descended the stairs and made ■ . 
across the sweltering blacktop of the parking area, 
had the gnawing sense they were making a . ■ 

in the fece of the women’s resolve, he felt • ■ ■ 
voice his reservations. 

On the east exit of the town, they passed the 
center’s teimis courts, which were chockful of j. 
Between the humidity and heat, the players fe 
drcnchcd as if they’d jumped into a swimming pool 
their tennis outfits on. 

Kevin drove. Melanie sat in the front passenger 
while Candace sat in the back. The windows were 
open, since the temperature had fallen into the 
eighties. The sun was low in the west, directly ' 
them and pecking in and out of clouds along 
horizon. 
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“AScoitoi?” Kevin asked. _ , . ut 

“Ok, yes’." Alpkonsc smd. His sraie broadened. It 
is iotokUom corn. Very good'. Ibringitftom my home 
inlomako." He sipped with intense enpyment. In con- 
trast to the Equatoguineans, Alphonse’s En^sh was 
th Etench, not Spainsh. He was a member 
gandu people from Zaire . He’ d been brou^t 
c with the first shipment of bonobos. 

1 C drink contsdned alcohol, winch would pre- 
kill potential microorganisms, the guests 
' tasted the brew. All of them made faces in 
good intentions not to do so. The drink was 
ly pungent. 

I explained that they had come to ask about th 
s on the island. He didn’t mention Ins concern 
fir number included a strain of protohumans. He 
only if Alphonse thought they were acting hkc 
os hack in his home province in Zaire, 
hci- arc all very young,’’ Alphonse said, “So they 
:ry unruly and wild.” 

5o you go on the island ofteni” Kevin asked. 

^’o, I am forbidden,” Alphonse said. “Only when 
ctiicve or release, and only then widi Hr. Edwards.” 

How do you get extra food to the island>” 
lame asked. 

“There is a small float,” Alphonse smd. “I pull i 

ross the water with a rope, then pull k back.” 
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“I just had an idea,” Kevin said. “I don’t know ■ 
didn’t think of it before. Maybe we should talk t 
pygmy who takes out the food to the island firs 
hear what he has to say.” 

“Sounds like a good idea to me,” Melanie said, 
you know his name?” 

“Alphonse Kimba,” Kevin said. 

When they reached the native village, they pull 
a stop in front of the busy general store and got 
Kevin went inside to inquire after the pygmy. 

“This place is almost too charming,” Candace s; 
she looked around the neighborhood. “It looks A 
but like something you’d see in Disneyland.” 

GenSys had built the village with the cooperati( 
the Equatoguincan Minister of the Interior. The h 
were circular, whitewashed mud brick with that 
roofs. Corrals for domestic animals were made of 
mats lashed to wooden stakes. The structures appi 
, traditional, but every one of them was new and spo 
jThcy also had electricity and running water. B' 
underground were powcrlines and modern sewers. 

Kevin returned quickly. “No problem,” he said, 
lives close by. Come on, we’ll walk.” 

The village was alive with men, women, and chili 
Traditional cooking fires were in tlie process of bcin 
Everyone acted happy and fHcndly from having 
recently freed from the captivity of the interminable 
season. 

Alphonse Kimba was less tlian five feet tall wth 
as black as onyx. A constant smile dominated his \ 
flat face as he welcomed his unexpected visitors. He 
to introduce his wife and child, but they were shy 
shrunk back into the shadows. 


“Me?” Alphonse questioned. “I didn't think any- 
thing.” 

“Have you ever seen one of the bonohos do this?" 
Candace asked. She opened and dosed her fingers then 
swept her hand away from her body in iniit.ition of the 
bonobo in the operating room. 

“Yes,” Alphonse said. “Many do that when they finisli 
didding up the food.” 

“How about noise?” Melanie asked. “Do they m.ikc 
a lot of sounds?” 

“A lot,” Alphonse said. 

“Like the bonobos back in Zaire?” Kedn asked. 

“More,” Alphonse said. “But back in Zaire I don't 
see the same bonobos so often as 1 do here, and I 
don’t feed them. Back home they get their own food in 
die jungle.” 

“\Vliat kind of noise do they make?” Candace asked. 
“Can you give us an example.” 

Alphonse laughed self-consciously. He glanced 
around at his wife to make sure she wasn’t listening. 
Then he softly vocalized: “Ecee, ba da, loo loo, rad rat. ’ 
He laughed again. He w’as embarrassed. 

“Do tliey hoot like chimps?” Melanie asked. 

“Some,” Alphonse said. 

The guests looked at each other. They d run out of 
questions for the moment. Kevin got up. Tlic wonicn 
did the same. They tlianked Alphonse for his hospitalitv 
and handed back dicir unfinished drinks. If Alphon c 
was offended, he didn’t show it. His smile didn’t Liter. 

“There’s one otlier tiling,” Alphonse said just 
his guests departed. “Tlic bonobos on 
show off. ^\^^encver they come for the food, s ^ 
themselves stand up.” 
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“I just had an idea,” Kevin said. “I don’t kni m r ri'," 
didn’t think of it before. Maybe we should tal ■ -t: - 
pygmy who takes out the food to the island 1 
hear what he has to say.” . l 

“Sounds like a good idea to me,” Melanie sai 
you know his name?” , , . 

“Alphonse Kimba,” Kevin said. 

When they reached the native village, they pu ■ " ' 
a stop in front of the busy general store and gc ' 
Kevin went inside to inquire after the pygmy. 

“This place is almost too charming,” Candace j ■ 
she looked aroimd the neighborhood. “It looks A r:-'- 
but like something you’d see in Disneyland.” 

GenSys had built the village with the cooperati( 
the Equatoguinean Minister of the Interior. The he . 
were circular, whitewashed mud brick with than *• 
roofs. Corrals for domestic animals were made of i 
mats lashed to wooden stakes. The structures appes 
traditional, but every one of them was new and spotli 
They also had electricity and running water. Bur ■ 
underground were powerlines and modern sewers. 

Kevin returned quickly. “No problem,” he said. . • 
lives close by. Come on, we’ll walk.” 

The village was alive with men, women, and childrt 
Traditional cooking fires were in the process of being 1 
Everyone acted happy and friendly from having bee ' 
recendy freed from the captivity of the interminable rain 
season. v 

Alphonse Kimba was less than five feet tall with skii ' 
as black as onyx. A constant smile dominated his widej^ 
flat face as he welcomed his imexpccted visitors. He tried 
to introduce his wife and child, but they were shy and| 
shrunk back into the shadows. T 
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wasn’t helping. “The last thing I’d want to do is get 
stuck out here.” She glanced out the side twndow at the 
inky black jungle and shivered. It was eerie. She couldn t 
sec a thing despite patches of luminous sky above. And 
then there was the noise. Just during their short visit 
with Alphonse, the night creatures of the jungle had 
commenced their loud and monotonous chorus. 

“What did you make of the things Alphonse said:’ 

Kevin asked finally. 

“I’d say the jury' is still out,” Melame said. “But 
they’re certainly deliberating.” 

“I think his comment about the bonobos being 
bipedal when they come to get the food is very dis- 
turbing,” Kevin said, “The circumstantial evidence is 
adding up.” 

“The suggestion that they are communicating 
impressed me,” Candace said. 

“Yeah, but chimps and gorillas have been taught sign 
language,” Melanie said. “And w'e know bonobos are 
more bipedal than any other apes. What impressed me 
was the aggressive behavior, although I stand by my idea 
that it might be from our mistake not to have produced 
more females to maintain the balance.” 

^ “Can chimps make those sounds that Alphonse imi- 
tated?” Candace asked. 

“I don’t think so,” Kevin said. “And that’s an 
important point. It suggests maybe their larynges are 
different.” 

Do chimps really kill monkeys?” Candace asked. 

“They do occasionally,” Melanie smd. “But I’ve never 
heard of a bonobo doing so.” 

“Hang on!” Kevin shouted as he braked. 

1 he car lurched over a log strcvv'n across the track. 
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“All the time?” Kevin asked. 

“Mostly,” Alphonse said. 

The group walked back through the village to the car. 
They didn’t talk until Kevin had started the motor. 

“Well, what do you guys think?” Kevin asked. 
“Should we continue? The sun’s already set.” 

“I vote yes,” Melanie said. “We’ve come this far.” 

“I agree,” Candace said. “I’m curious to see this 
bridge that grows,” 

Melanie laughed. “Me, too. What a charming fellow.” 

Kevin drove away from the store, which was now 
busier than earlier. But he wasn’t sure of his direction. 
The road into the village had simply expanded into the 
parking area for the store, and there was no indication 
of the track leading further east. To find it, he had to 
cruise the parking lot’s perimeter. 

Once on the track, they were impressed tvith how 
much easier it had been to travel on the improved road. 
The track was narrow, bumpy, and muddy. Grass about 
three feet tall grew down the median strip. Frequently 
branches stretched from one side to the other, slapping 
against the windshield and poking through the open 
windows. To avoid being hit by the snapping brandies, 
they had to raise the ivindows. Kevin clicked on the air 
conditioner and the lights. The beams reflected off tltc 
surrounding vegetation and gave the impression of 
driving througli a tunnel. 

“How far do we have to go on this cow path?” 
Melanie asked. 

“Only three or four miles,” Kc\in said. 

“It’s a good thing we have four-wheel drive,” 
Candace remarked. She was holding on tightly to tltc 
overhead strap and still boundng around. The scat belt 
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“Franconi was a corpse on ice at the medical exam- 
iner’s office/’ Daniel said, 

“llicn give me Mr. Dominick’s phone number,” 
Raymond said. ‘‘I’ll cal! him myself. And I’ll need the 
Carlsons’ address.” 

“Ask my receptionist,” Daniel said. “Just tell her 
you’re a personal friend.” 

“Thank you,” Raymond s.aid. 

“But just remember,” Daniel .said. “I deserve and 
want the percentages that arc due to me regardless of 
what happens between you and Vfinnie Dominick.” 


N 


At first the receptionist was reluctant to give Ravnumd 
the phone number and the addresses, but after a chutes 
call to her boss, .she relented. Wordlc.ssly, she copied tb.e 
information onto die back of one of Dr. D.tniel I c'ltr ' 
business cards and handed it to RaxTuond 

Raymond wasted no time getrinc bac.k to b ' ^ • 

ment on Sixtv-fourtli Street. As lie c.uiie t ' 


: Wv--- 

vr O'" 

! 1,;, in.liv' V . \ V. , b. 


door, Darlene asked how the nieetuy'; ^ \ v'-s. 
had gone. 

“Don’t ask," ICiymond sud oc 
paneled study, clcvscu t!ie vivV-, ■ 's 
Ncn-oiisfy. he di-dAt the o.-'o-'v > 
could see Cinob' v'.v’s-oo C'l’X* w.ouniuu.; nv'tuiv; 'U 
the mcd:d".e !vi i'e* luoiUvi v 'v'V,v,otUi; 'sl'N 

h.tncinc out i’' t^'s' 's\ '‘ b,i>i.’SSii.'v si.vi\ ' ■ > o"'. 

of rope. . , 

“Yeah, what is \t’” a vv“"V sv\.\ oxv '-''V., , 


the line. 

“Vd hki- to s\'i aV 
Pavmonil ‘-lut '-*'Uh ^ 


'iiUi lit- 
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the only reason she’s still with ns is because she 
discovered almost immediately and because she’d 1 
drugs the first time and hanging herself the seconi 
she’d had a gun she surely would have succeeded.” 

Raymond groaned out loud. 

“Vi^at’s the matter?” Daniel asked. 

“All suicides are medical examiner cases,” Raym 
said. 

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Daniel said. 

“This is the kind of loose end I was referring 
Raymond said. “Damn! Just our luck!” 

“Sorry to. be the bearer of bad tidings,” Daniel ! 

“It’s not your fault,” Raymond said. “The impoi 
thing is that we recognize it for what it is, and tha 
understand we can’t sit idly by and wait for catastrop 

“I don’t think we have much choice,” Daniel sa: 

“What about Vincent Dominick?” Raymond : 
“He’s helped us once and with his otvn child ill, he 
a vested interest in our program’s future.” 

Dr. Daniel Levitz stared at Raymond. “Are 
suggesting . . .?” 

Raymond didn’t reply. 

“This is where I draw the line,” Daniel said, 
stood up. “I’m sorry, but I have a waiting-room fi.) 
patients.” 

“Couldn’t you call Mr. Dominick and just a 
Raymond said. He felt a wave of desperation wash 
him. 

“Absolutely not,” Daniel said. “I might take 
of a number of criminally connected individuals, b 
certainly don’t get involved svith their business.” 

“Bur you helped with Franconi,” Raymond c 
plained. 
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Corona Avenue in Elmhurst in a half hour,” \'innic said. 
“Tltink you can find it?” 

“I’m certain I can,” Ra\-mond said. “I’ll take a cab, 
and I’ll leave immediately.” 

“See you there,” Vinnic said before hanginp up. 

Raymond rummaged hastily through the top drawer 
of his desk for his New York City map that included ail 
five boroughs. He spread the map out on his desk and, 
using the index, located Corona Avenue in Elmhurst. 
He esrimaled that he could make it c.isily in half an hour 
prosided the traffic w.isn’t bad on the Queensborough 
Bridge. That was a concern because it was almost four 
o’clock: the beginning of rush hour. 

As Raymond came fljnng out of his sttidy, pulling his 
coat back on, Darlene asked him where he was going. 
He told her he didn’t have ume to explain. He said he'd 
be back in an hour or so. 

Raymond ran to Park Avenue, where he caught a cab. 
It was a good thing he’d brought his map along because 
the Afghan taxi driver had no idea even where Elmhurst 
was, much less Corona Avenue. 

Tlic trip was not cas%'. Just getting across the Ivast 
Side of Manhattan took .almost a quarter of an hour. 
And then the bridge was stop-and-go. By the time 
Raymond was supposed to be at the restaurant, his cab 
had just reached Queens. But from there it was easy 
going, and Raymond was only fifteen minutes late when 
he walked into the rcstatirant and pushed aside a hcasy, 
velvet curtain. 

It was immediately apparent tiic restaurant w.is not 
open for business. Most of the chairs were upside il(r.vn 
on top of the tables. V’innic Dtmiinick svas srtriug In- 
himself in one of the airved. red vcivct-upholst ''*'^ 
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muster. He detested the necessity to deal with tltc like 
of these people, but he had little choice. Seven years < 
intense labor and commitment were on tire line, not t 
mention his entire future. 

“Who’s calling?” 

“Dr. Raymond Lyons.” 

There was a pause before the man said: “Hang on! 

To Raymond’s surprise he was put on hold wth on 
of Beethoven’s sonatas playing in the background. T 
Raymond it seemed like some sort of oxymoron. 

A few minutes later Vinnic Dominick’s dulcet voic 
came over the line. Raymond could picture tire man 
practiced and deceptive banality as if Vinnie were a wcl 
dressed character actor placing himself. 

“How did you get this number, Doctor?” Vinni 
asked. His tone was nonchalant, yet somehow mot 
tlircatening because of it. Raymond’s mouth went bont 
dry. He had to cough. 

“Dr. LcNitz gave it to me,” Raymond managed. 

“Wliat can I do for you. Doctor?” Vinnic asked. 

“Another problem has come up,” Raymond croakee 
He cleared his throat again. “Pd like to sec you t 
discuss it.” 

There was a pause that went on for longer tlia 
Raymond could tolerate. Just when he was about to as 
if Vinnic was still there, tire mobster responded; “Whe 
I got involved witii you people I tliought it was suppose 
to give me peace of mind. I didn’t think it was suf 
posed to make my life more complicated.” 

“These arc just minor growing pains,” Raymond saic 
“In acuiality, the project is going extremely well.” 

“I’ll meet you in the Ncopolitan Restaurant o 
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monologue until the bartender had gone back to h 
glassware. 

“Is this Cindy Carlson the daughter of Albrigl 
Carlson?” Vinnie asked. “'Ilic Wall Street legend?" 

RajTnond nodded, “lliat's partly why this situatin 
is so important,” he said. “If she commits suicide it wi 
undoubtedly gamer considerable media attention, lli 
medical examiners ssill be particularly vigilant.” 

“I get tlte picture,” Vinnie said as he took a sip ( 
his coffee. “Wiat is it exactly that you would want us t 
do?” 

“I wouldn’t presume to offer any suggestions, 
Raymond said nervously. “But you can appreciate tit: 
this problem is on a par with the I’ranconi situation." 

“So you want this sixteen-year-old girl to just cor 
vcnicntly disappear,” Vinnie .said. 

“Well, she has tried to kill herself tsvicc," Raymon 
said limply. “In a way, we’d just be doing her a favor.’ 

Vinnie laughed. He picked up his cigarette, took 
drag, and then ran his hand over tlic top of his hcai 
His hair w'as slicked back smoothly from his forehcac 
He regarded Raymond with his dark eyes. 

“You’re a piece of work, Doc,” Vinnie said. “I gott 
give you credit for that.” 

“Perhaps I can offer another year of free tuition, 
Raymond said. 

“That’s very generous of you,” Vinnie s.aid. "But yoi 
know something. Doc, it's not enough. In fict, I'n 
getting a little fed up ssiih this whole operation. .-Vnd I’i 
tell you straight: if it weren’t for Vinnie Junior's kidne 
problems, I’d probably just ask for my money b.tck, anv 
we’d go our separate s\-ays. You see. I’m alrc.idy liwkini 
at potential problems from the first favor I did lor you 
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booths that lined the walls. In front of him wet 
newspaper and a small cup of espresso. A lighted c 
rette lay in a glass ashtray. 

Four other men were smoking at the bar, spra\^ 
on bar stools. Two of them Raymond recognized ft 
their visit to his apartment. Behind the bar was an o' 
weight bearded man washing glassware. The rest of 
restaurant was empty. 

Vinnic waved Raymond to his booth. 

“Sit down, Doc,” Vinnie said. “A coffee?” 

Raymond nodded as he slid into the banquette 
took some effort because of the nap of the velvet. ' 
room was chilly, damp, and smelled of the previ 
night’s garlic and the accumulated smoke of five-yc 
worth of cigarettes. Raymond was happy to keep on 
hat and coat. 

“Two coffees,” Vinnic called out to the man bch 
the bar. Wordlessly, the man turned to an claboi 
» Italian espresso machine and began manipulating 
controls. 

“You surprised me, Doc,” Vinnic said. “I truly nc 
expeaed to hear from you again.” 

“As I mentioned on the phone there’s anot 
problem,” Raymond said. He leaned forward and sp 
in a low voice just above a whisper. 

Vinnic spread his hands. “I’m all cars.” 

As succinctly as he could, Raymond outlined the s 
ation wth Cindy Carlson. He emphasized tire fact i 
all suicides were medical examiner eases and had to 
autopsied. There were no exceptions. 

The overweight man from behind the bar brou 
out the coffees. Vinnic didn’t respond to Raymor 
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monologue until the bartender had gone back to his 
glasssvarc. 

“Is tills Cindy Carlson the daughter of Albright 
Carlson?” Vinnic asked. “‘Hie Wall Street legend?” 

Raymond nodded. “That’s partly svhy this situation 
is so important,” he said. “If she commits .suicide it will 
undoubtedly garner considerable media attention, llic 
medical examiners will be particularly sngilant.” 

“I get tlie picture,” V'^innic said as he took a sip of 
liis coffee. “Wiat is it exactly that you would want us to 
do?” 

“I wouldn’t presume to offer any .suggestions," 
Ra>Tnond said ncrs-ously. “But you can appreciate that 
this problem is on a par with the Pranconi situation.” 

“So you want this sixiecn-ycar-old girl to just con- 
veniently disappear,” Vinnic said. 

“Well, she has tried to kill herself mice,” ICisTnond 
said limply. “In a w.iy, we’d just be doing her a favor.” 

Vinnie laughed. He picked up his cigarette, took a 
drag, and then ran his hand over the top of his head. 
His hair was slicked back smoothly from his forehead. 
He regarded Raymond with his dark eyes. 

“You’re a piece of work. Doc,” Vinnic said. “I gotta 
give you credit for that.” 

“Perhaps I can offer another year of free tuition." 
Raymond said. 

“Tliat’s very generous of you,” Vinnic said. “Rut you 
know .something. Doc, it’s not enough. In fact. I'm 
getting a little fed up with this whole operation. And I'i! 
tell you straight: if it weren’t for Vinnic Junior’s kidney 
problems. I’d probably just ask for my money back, and 
we’d go our separate ways. You see, I’m already hxiking 
at potential problems from the first favor 1 duf tor you. 
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booths that lined the walls. In front of him were a 
ne^vspapc^ and a small cup of espresso. A lighted ciga- 
rette lay in a glass ashtray. 

Four other men were smoking at the bar, sprawled 
on bar stools. Two of them Raymond recognized from 
their visit to his apartment. Behind the bar was an over- 
weight bearded man washing glassware. The rest of tlie 
restaurant was empty. 

Vinnie waved Raymond to his booth. 

“Sit down, Doc,” Vinnie said. “A coffee?” 

Raymond nodded as he slid into the banquette. It 
took some effort because of the nap of the velvet. The 
room was chilly, damp, and smelled of the previous 
night’s garlic and the accumulated smoke of five-years’ 
worth of cigarettes. Raymond was happy to keep on his 
hat and coat. 

“Two coffees,” Vinnie called out to the man behind 
the bar. Wordlessly, the man turned to an elaborate 
‘‘ Italian espresso machine and began manipulating the 
controls. 

“You surprised me, Doc,” Vinnie said. “I truly never 
expected to hear from you again.” 

“As I mentioned on the phone there’s another 
problem,” Raymond said. He leaned forward and spoke 
in a low voice just above a whisper. 

Vinnie spread his hands. “I’m all cars.” 

As succinctly as he could, Raymond oudined the situ- 
ation uitli Cindy Carlson. He emphasized die fact that 
all suicides were medical examiner cases and had to be 
autopsied. There were no exceptions. 

The overweight man from behind the bar brought 
out the coffees. Vinnie didn’t respond to Raymond’s 
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be waived. In other words, no tuition for me or Vlnnic 
junior forever.” 

“I do have to ans\vcr to the parent corporation,” 
Raymond squeaked. He cleared his throat. 

“Pine,” Vinnic said. “Doesn’t bother me in the 
slightest. Explain to them it’s a valid business expense. 
Hey, maybe you could even use it as a deduction on 
your taxes.” Vinnie laughed heartily. 

Raymond shuddered imperceptibly. He knew he was 
being unfairly muscled, yet he had little choice. “Okay,” 
he managed. 

“Thank you,” Vinnie said. “Gosh, 1 guess this is 
going to work out after all. We've become sort’a business 
partners. Now I trust you have Cindy Carlson’s 
address.^” 

Raymond fumbled in his pocket and produced Dr, 
Lxsatz’s business card. Vinnic took it, copied down the 
address from the back, and handed it back. Vinnic g.as-c 
the address to Angelo. 

“Englewood, New Jersey,” Angelo said, reading 
aloud. 

“Is that a problem?” Vinnie asked. 

Angelo shook his head. 

“Then, it’s arranged,” Vinnic said, looking back .at 
Rasanond. “So much for your latest problem. Rut I 
advise you not to come up ssath any more. With our 
current tuition underst-anding it seems to me you're out 
of bargaining chips.” 

A few minutes later, Raymond was out on the street. 
He realized he was .shaking as he looked at his watch. It 
was dose to five and getting dark. Stepping ofi the curb, 
he raised his hand to flag a cab. Wsar a (iisnrfcr! he 
thought. Somehow he would have to absorb the cost r>f 
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I got a call from my mfe’s brother who runs the Spolctto 
Funeral Home. He’s ail upset because a Dr. Laurie 
Montgomer>' called asking embarrassing questions. Tell 
me, Doc. Do you know this Dr. Laurie Montgomery?” 

“No, I don’t,” Raymond said. He swallowed loudly. 

“Hey, Angelo, come over here!” Vinnic called out. 

Angelo slid off his bar stool and came to the table. 

“Sit down, Angelo,” Vinnic said. “I want you to tell 
the good doctor here about Laurie Montgomery.” 

Raymond had to move farther into the booth to give 
room for Angelo. He felt distinedy uncomfortable being 
sandwiched between the two men. 

“Laurie Montgomery is a smart, persistent indi- 
vidual,” Angelo said with his husky voice. “To put it 
blundy, she’s a pain in the ass.” 

Raymond avoided looking at Angelo. His face was 
mosdy scar tissue. Since his eyes didn’t- close properly, 
they were red and rheumy. 

“Angelo had an unfortunate run-in with Laurie 
Montgomery a few years back,” Vinnic explained. 
“Angelo, tell Raymond what you learned today after we 
heard from the funeral home.” 

“I called Vinnic Amendola, our contact in the 
morgue,” Angelo said. “He told me that Laurie Mont- 
gomery specifically said that she was going to make it 
her personal business to find out how Franconi’s body 
disappeared. Needless to say he’s very concerned.” 

“Sec what I mean,” Vinnic said. “We got a potential 
problem here just because we did you a favor.” 

“I’m very sorry,” Ra^miond said lamely. He couldn’t 
think of any odier response. 

“It brings us back to this tuition issue,” ’Vinnic said. 
“Under the circumstances I think the tuition should just 
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c waived. In other words, no tuition for me or Vinnic 
inior forever.” 

“I do have to answer to tlic parent corporation,” 
aymond squeaked. He cleared liis throat. 

“Fine,” Vinnic said. “Doesn’t bother me in the 
ightest. Explain to them it’s a valid business expense. 
Icy, maybe you could even use it as a deduction on 
our taxes.” Vinnic laughed heartily. 

Raymond shuddered imperceptibly. He knew he was 
cing imfairly muscled, yet he had little choice. “Okay,” 
c managed. 

“Thank you,” Vinnic said. “Gosh, I guess this is 
;oing to work out after all. We’ve become sort’a business 
armers. Now I trust you have Cindy Carlson’s 
ddress?” 

Ra^Tnond fumbled in his pocket and produced Dr. 
xvitz’s business card. Vinnic took it, copied dowm the 
ddress from tltc back, and handed it back. Vinnic gave 
he address to Angelo. 

“Englewood, New Jersey,” Angelo said, reading 
iloud. 

“Is that a problem?” Vinnic asked. 

Angelo shook his head. 

“Tlicn, it’s arranged,” Vinnic said, looking back at 
la\Tnond. “So much for your latest problem. But I 
tdsnsc you not to come up wth any more. With our 
rurrent tuition understanding it seems to me you’re out 
of bargaining chips.” 

A few minutes later, Raymond was out on the street. 
He realized he was shaking as he looked at his watch. It 
was close to five and getting dark. Stepping off the curb, 
he raised his hand to flag a cab. Wm n disaster! he 
thought. Somehow he would have to absorb the cost of 


176 


Robin Cook 


I got a call from my wife’s brother who runs the Spoletto 
Funeral Home. He’s all upset because a Dr. Laurie 
Montgomery caUed asking embarrassing questions. Tell 
me, Doc. Do you know this Dr. Laurie Montgomery?” 

“No, I don’t,” Raymond said. He swallowed loudly. 

“Hey, Angelo, come over here!” Virmie called out. 

Angelo slid off his bar stool and came to the table. 

“Sit dovm, Angelo,” Vinnic said. “I want you to tell 
the good doctor here about Laurie Montgomery.” 

Raymond had to move farther into the booth to give 
room for Angelo. He felt distinctly uncomfortable being 
sandwiched bct%vccn the two men. 

“Laurie Montgomery is a smart, persistent indi- 
vidual,” Angelo said with his husky voice. “To put il 
bluntly, she’s a pain in the ass.” 

Raymond avoided looking at Angelo. His face was 
mostly scar tissue. Since his eyes didn’t- close properly, 
they were red and rheumy. 

“Angelo had an unfortunate run-in with Laurie 
Montgomery a few years back,” Vinnic explained 
“Angelo, tell Raymond what you learned today after wc 
heard from the funeral home.” 

“I called Vinnic Amcndola, our contact in the 
morgue,” Angelo said. “He told me that Laurie Mont- 
gomery specifically said that she was going to make il 
her personal business to find out how Franconi’s bod) 
disappeared. Needless to say he’s very concerned.” 

“Sec w'hat I mean,” Vinnic said. “Wc got a potentia 
problem here just because wc did you a favor.” 

“I’m very sorry,” Rajmond said lamely. He couldn’l 
think of any other response. 

“It brings us back to this tuition issue,” Vinnic said 
“Under the circumstances I think the tuition should jusi 
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“ll was eleven o’clock his time when he called,” 
Darlene said. “He said he could talk to you tomorrow.” 

Raymond groaned inwardly. Now he’d have to spend 
the entire night worrying. He wondered when it was all 
going to end. 
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maintaining Vinruc Dominick’s and his son s double for 
the rest of their lives. 

A cab pulled over. Raymond climbed in and gave his 
home address. As he sped away from the Neopolitan 
Restaurant, he began to feel better. The actual cost of 
maintaining the two doubles was minuscule, since the 
animals lived in isolation on a deserted island. So the 
situation wasn’t that bad, especially since the potential 
problem with Cindy Carlson was now solved. 

By the time Raymond entered his apartment his mood 
had improved significantly, at least until he got in the 
door. 

“You’ve had two calls from Afnca,” Darlene reported. 

“Problems?’’ Raymond asked. There was something 
about Darlene’s voice that set off alarm bells. 

“There was good news and bad news,” Darlene said. 
“The good news was from the surgeon. He said that 
Horace Winchester is doing miraculously and that you 
should start planning on coming to pick him and the 
surgical team up.” 

“WTiat’s the bad news?” Raymond asked. 

“The other call was from Siegftied Spallek,” Darlene 
said. “He was a little vague. He said there was some 
trouble uith Kevin Marshall.” 

“What kind of trouble?” Raymond asked. 

“He didn’t elaborate,” Darlene said. 

RajTnond remembered specifically asking Kevin not 
to do anything rash. He wondered if the researcher had 
not heeded his warning. It must have had something to 
do witli that stupid smoke Kevin had seen. 

“Did Spallek want me to call back tonight?” Raymond 
asked. 
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ficd by the sounds of scampering creatures, especially 
since they’d seen several tarantulas before the lights had 
been turned out. The only source of comfort had been 
that they could easily talk to each other. 

The first five minutes of the evening’s ordeal had been 
die worst. As soon as die sound of die burst of machine' 
gun fire died out, Kewn and the women were blindec 
by large hand-held lights. When their eyes had finallv 
adjusted, they saw diat dicy’d walked into an ambnsh 
of sorts. They were surrounded by a jeerinc crenr c: 
youthful Equatoguincan soldiers who’d ddi^.:ed -:r 
casually aiming their AK'47s at them. Sei-end Li I— 
brazen enough to poke the women with the r--— -f 
dicir weapons. 

Fearing die worst, Kevin and the others hainh nrr-ri 

a muscle. They’d been scared witless br i:- — , 

nate gunfire and terrified it might - -L 

slightest provocation. 

Only at the appearance of seicni cii* 

guards did the unruly soldiers bade ci; 

im.agincd the intimidating Arabs as rcr- r T-LH'LZ 

that’s how it had turned out. Tee Laris ~ ~ 

custody of Kei-in and the women. ^ 

them in Kci-in’s car, first to 

across from the animal cenrer. L'L'iLLtLlL — ^ 
in a uindowlc,ss room fb.- severe' " 


into town, where thes-'d beer ircar— - 
“This is outrageous tresnrenr." 

On the contrarv" c- e--..-- J 

-^urcdbyMastapha'that'L^L-^ 

one respea.” ' - 


Melanie 


■ I n .! 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


March 5, 1997, 11:30 P.M. 

Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

Kevin heard the heavy metal door open at the top of th 
stone stairs and a crack of light cascaded in. Two second 
later, the string of bare lightbulbs in the ceiling of th' 
corridor went on. Through the bars of his cell, he coul< 
sec Melanie and Candace in their respective cells. The; 
were squinting as he was in the sudden glare. 

Heavy footiyis on the granite stairs preceded Sicgfiict 
Spallck’s appearance. He was accompanied by Camcrot 
Mclvcrs and Mustapha Aboud, chief of the Moroccar 
guards. 

“It’s about time, Mr. Spallck!” Melanie snapped. “1 
demand to be let out of here tlris instant, or you’ll be ir 
serious trouble,” 

Kevin winced. It was not the way to talk with Siegfried 
Spallck on any occasion, much less in their current cir- 
cumstance. 

Kevin, Melanie, and Candace had been huddling in 
utter blackness in separate cells in the oppressively hot, 
dank, jail in the basement of the town hall. Each cell 
had a small, arched window that opened into a window' 
well in the rear arcade of the building. The openings 
were barred but without glass, so vermin could pass 
through unimpeded. All three prisoners had been terri- 
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tJicm to jingle until he got his hand and the keys intc 
his pocket. 

“I’m sure I ssill be spe.aking to Dr. Lyons sometimt 
tomorrow,” Siegfried said. “I will contact you indisidu 
ally. You may go.” 

Melanie started to speak again, but Kcsin surpriscc 
himself by grabbing her arm and propelling her towarc 
the stairs. 

“I’ve had enough manhandling,” Melanie sputtered 
She tried to pull her arm from Kesin’s grasp. 

“Let’s just get into the car,” Kes-in ss hispered harshlj 
tlirough clenched teeth. He forced her to keep mosing 

“WHiat a night!” Melanie complained. At the base o 
tlie stairs, she managed to yank her arm free. Irritably 
she started up. 

Kesin waited for Candace to precede him, then fol 
lowed die women up to the ground floor. 'Ilicy emergee 
into an office used by the Equatoguinean soldiers thai 
were constantly seen lounging in front of the town hall 
Tlicre were four of them present. 

Widi the base manager, die head of securin’, and the 
chief of the Moroccan guards in the building, the soldier 
were a good deal more attentive than usual. AH four were 
standing in their interpretation of attention, with iheii 
assault rifles over their shoulders. \Mien Kcun and the 
women appeared, dteir expressions suggested they were 
confused. 

Melanie gave diem die finger as Kesin herded her aneJ 
Candace out the door into the parking lot. 

“Please, Melanie,” Kevin begged. “Don’t provoke 
them!” 

Whether the soldiers did not understand the nv. 
ing of .Melanie’s gesture or were bewildered by 
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machine guns! And kept in this sliithole in the dark! 
That’s respect?” 

“You were not shot at,” Siegfried corrected. “Those 
were merely a few warning shots directed over your 
heads. You had, after all, violated an important rule here 
in the Zone. Isla Francesca is off-limits. Everyone knows 
that.” 

Siegfried motioned to Cameron toward Candace. 
Cameron opened her cell with a large, antique key. 
Candace wasted no time getting out of the cell. She 
hastily dusted off her clothes to make sure there were 
no bugs. She was still dressed in her surgical scrubs from 
the hospital. 

“My apologies to you,” Siegfried said to Candace. “I 
ima^rie you were led astray by our resident researchers. 
Perhaps you were not even aware of the rule against 
visiting the island area.” 

Cameron opened Melanie’s cell and then Kevin’s. 

“As soon as I heard about your detention, I tried to 
call Dr. Raymond Lyons,” Siegfried said. “I wanted 
to ask Ids opinion as to the best way to handle this 
situation. Since he was unavailable, I have to take respon- 
sibility myself. I am releasing you all on your own 
recognizance. I trust tltat you now know the seriousness 
of your actions. Under Equatoguinean law it could be 
considered a capital offense.” 

“Oh, bull!” Melanie spat. 

Kevin cringed. He was afraid Melanie would anger 
Siegfried enough to order them back into the cells. Ben- 
cv'olcncc was not a part of Siegfried’s character. 

Mustapha extended Kevin’s car keys to him. “Your 
vehicle is out back,” he said with a heavy French accent. 

Kevin took the keys. His hand shook enough to cause 
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Melanie jammed on the brakes, bringi-ig ce-ii. ttr 
lurching stop. Botli Ketin and Candace fcac u, pirih 
themselves back into tltcir respective seats. 

“I’m going to tlic animal center,” Melanie repeac^. 
“You guys can either come along or I’ll drop yoc ctr.. 
It’s your call.” 

“\Vliy tonight?” Kc\in asked. 

“One, because I’m really ticked off right non;” 
Melanie said. “And two, because they wouldn’t suspect 
it. Ob\'iously, they intend for us to go home and quake 
in our beds. That’s u’hy wc were so mistreated. But you 
know somediing, tliat’s not my style.” 

“That’s my style,” Ke\'in said. 

“I think Melanie is right,” Candace said from the 
backseat. “They were deliberately trying to scare us,” 
“And I think they did a damn good job,” Ke\in said. 
“Or am I the only sane one in tlie group?” 

“Let’s do it,” Candace said. 

“Oh, no!” Ke\in groaned. “I’m outnumbered.” 
“We’ll take you home,” Melanie said. “No problem." 
She started to put the car in reverse. 

Kc\in readied out and stayed her hand. “Ko— cc 
you propose to get die keys? You don’t cs'en isiTrr 
they’d be.” 

“I think it’s pretty^ clear they’d be in Benramb ccrcn" 
McLinic s.aid. “He’s the one in charge cfic-z^mcr. rcr ' 
bonobo program. Hell, you’re the cne ~[zr. 
he had dicm.” 

“Okay, they’re in Bertram's c^rce.''" j'cn:r: Vx'.c "’'r 
what about security? Offccs ?.*e 'cchef. 

Melanie reached into the cret’.r. :;os:r.m nf he- anr-.i’ 
center coveralls and pulled o-rt s mametr 
forgetting that I’m part of the 
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anomalous circumstances, Kevin didn’t know. One W£ 
or the other, they didn’t come flying out after them £ 
Kevin feared they might. 

They got to the car. Kevin opened the passengcr-sid 
door. Candace climbed in eagerly. But not Melanie. Sh^ 
turned to Kevin with her eyes blazing in the dim light. 

“Give me the keys,” she demanded. 

“What?” Kevin asked, even though he’d heard her. 

“I said give me the keys,” Melanie repeated. 

Confused by this unexpected request but not wishing 
to incite her more than she already was, Kevin handed 
her the car keys. Melanie immediately went around to 
the other side of the car and got in behind the wheel. 
Kevin climbed into the passenger seat. He didn’t care 
who drove as long as they got themselves out of there. 

Melanie started the car, spun the tires, and drove out 
of the parking lot. 

“Jeez, Melanie,” Kevin said. “Slow down!” 

“I’m pissed,” Melanie said. 

“As if I couldn’t tell,” Kevin said. 

“I’m not going home just yet,” Melanie said. “But 
I’d be happy to take you guys home if you want.” 

“Wlicrc do you want to go?” Kevin asked. “It’s 
almost midnight.” 

“I’m going out to the animal center,” Melanie said. 
"I’m not going to tolerate being treated like this without 
finding out what the hell is going on.” 

“What’s at tlic animal center?” Kevin asked. 

“The keys to that goddamned bridge,” Melanie said. 
“I want one, because for me this affair has gone beyond 
curiosity.” 

“Maybe wc should stop and talk about this,” Kevin 
suggested. 



chromoscmm 6 


187 


“This place is huge,” Candace said. She’d leaned 
forward and was gazing at the building in front of them. 
It ran from tltc street all the way back to where it dis.ip- 
peared into the jungle foliage. “Por as many rimes as 
I’ve been to Cogo, I’ve never been out here at the animal 
center. I didn’t have any idea it was so large. Is this part 
we’re facing the hospital?’’ 

“Yup,’’ Melanie said. “This whole wing,’’ 

“I’d be interested to see it,’’ Candace s.aid. “I’ve never 
been in a veterinary hospital let alone one tJiat’s so 
palatial.” 

“It’s state-of-the-art,” Melanie said. “You should see 
the ORs.” 

“Oh my God,” Kesin .sighed. He rolled his eyes. 
“I’ve been ensnared by ilic insane. We’ve just had the 
most harrowing experience in our lives, and you're 
talking about taking a tour.” 

“It’s not going to be a tour,” Melanie s.iid as .she 
alighted from the car. “Come on, Candace. I’m sure 1 
can use your help. Kesin, you can wait here if you’d 
like.” 

“Fine by me,” Kc\in .s.aid. But it only took him a few 
moments of watching the women trudge towarti the 
entrance before he, too, climbed out of the car. He 
? decided that the anxiert' of waiting ssould be worse th.in 
the stress of going. 

“I\’ait up,” Kesin called out. He had to run a few 
steps until lic’d caught up with the others. 

“I don’t want to hear any complaining,” Melanie told 
Kevin. 

“Don’t worr)',” Kerin .<aid. He felt like a teenager 
being chastised by his mother. 

“I don’t anticipate any problems,” Me’-^w '.juf 
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This is a master card, and not the kind that compete 
with VISA. This thing gets me in every door of th 
animal center twenty-four hours a day. Remember, m 
work %vith the bonobo project is only a part of th 
fertility work I do.” 

Kevin looked over the back of his seat at Candace 
Her blond hair was luminous in the half light of the ca 
interior. “If you’re game, Candace, I guess Pm game,’ 
he said. 

“Let’s go!” Candace said. 

Melanie accelerated and turned north beyond th< 
motor pool. The motor pool was in full operation, witl 
huge mercury-vapor lamps illuminating the entir* 
staging area. The motor pool’s night shift was largei 
than either the day or evening shifts since that’s wher 
truck traffic between the Zone and Bata was at its peak 
Melanie zipped past a number of tractor trailers unti 
the turnoff to Bata fell behind. From that point, ail the 
way to the animal center, they didn’t see another vehicle, 
The animal center worked three shifts just like the 
motor pool did, although in tlte animal center the night 
shift was the smallest. The majority of the night stall 
worked in the veterinary hospital. Melanie took advan- 
tage of this fact by pulling Kc\'in’s Toyota up to one 
of the animal-hospital doors. There the car had lots of 
company. 

Melanie turned off the ignition and gazed at the 
animal-center entrance that led directly into the veter- 
inary hospital. She drummed her fingers on the steering 
wheel. 

“Well?” Kerin said. “Wc’rc here, what’s the plan.>” 
“Pm thinking,” Melanie said. “I can’t decide what’s 
best: whether you guys wait here or come wth me.” 
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It was a noise Bertram had grown accustomed to over 
die years, and it didn’t even rc^stcr in his mind. 

Despite the distance to the town hall being only a 
few hundred yards, Bertram drove. He knew it would 
be faster, and every minute that passed raised his curi- 
osity. As he pulled into the parking lot, he could see 
diat the usually lethargic soldiers were strangely agitated, 
moring around the army post, clutching their rifles. They 
eyed him nervously as he turned off his headlights and 
alighted from the car. 

Approaching die building on foot, Bertram could see 
meager light flickering through the slats of the shutters 
covering Siegfried’s second-floor office tvindows. He 
went up the stairs, passed dirough the dark reception 
area normally occupied by Aurielo, and entered Sieg- 
fried’s office. 

Siegfried was sitting at his desk ividi his feet propped 
up on the corner. In the hand of his good arm he 
held and was gendy swirling a brandy snifter. Cameron 
Mclvcrs, head of security, was sitting in a rattan chair 
with a similar glass. The only illumination in the room 
w'as coming from die candle in the skull. The low level 
of shimmering light cast dark shadow's and gave a lifelike 
quality to die menagerie of stuffed animals. 

“Thanks for coming out at such an imgodly hour,” 
Siegfried said with his usual German accent. “How about 
a splash of brandy?” 

“Do I need it?” Bertram asked, as he pulled a rattan 
chair over to die desk. 

Siegfried laughed. “It can never hurt,” 

Cameron got die drink from a sideboard. He w-as a 
hefty, full-bcardcd Scotsman with a bulbous, red nose 
and a strong bias toward alcohol of any sort, aldiough 
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“Bertram Edwards’s office is in the administration p 
of the building, which at this time \vill be deserted. I 
just to be sure we don’t arouse any suspicion, once we 
inside, we’ll head down to the locker room. I want y 
guys in animal center coveralls. Okay? I mean it’s i 
really the time anyone would expect to encoun 
visitors.” 

“Sounds like a good idea to me,” Candace said. 


“All right,” Bertram said into the phone. His eye cauj 
the luminous dial of his bedside clock. It was quarter p 
midnight. “I’ll meet you at your office in five minute 

Bertram swung his legs over the edge of the bed a 
parted the mosquito netting. 

“Trouble?” Trish, his wife, asked. She’d pus! 
herself up on one elbow. 

“Just a nuisance,” Bertram said. “Go back to slc( 
I’ll be back in a half hour or so.” 

./ Bertram closed the door to the bedroom befi 
turning on the dressing room light. He dressed quid 
Although he’d downplayed die situation to Tri 
Bertram was anxious. He had no idea what was goi 
on, but it had to be trouble. Siegfned had never call 
him in the middle of the night with a request to coi 
to his office. 

Outside, it was as bright as dajtimc with a nearly 1 
moon haxing risen in tiie east. The sky was filled w 
silvery-purple cumulus clouds. The night air was hcj 
and humid and perfectly still. The sounds of the junj 
were an almost constant cacophony of buzzes, chir 
and squawks interrupted with occasional short screar 
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otcntial of interrupting tltc smooth operation of the 
rogram and possibly putting an end to it. I think my 
lea of caging them all and brining them into the animal 
enter should be reconsidered. I’ve got the cages out 
■jcrc. It wouldn’t be difficult, and it will make retrievals 
hell of a lot easier.” 

From the moment Bertram had determined the 
lonobos were living in two social groups, he’d thought 
i: best to round up the animals and keep them in separate 
ages where they could be watched. But he’d been 
hwarted by Siegfried. Bertram had considered going 
)vcr Siegfried’s head by appealing to his boss in Cam- 
)ridgc, Massacliusctts, but had decided against it. Doing 
o would have alerted the GenSys hierarchy that there 
vas potential trouble tvith tlic bonobo program. 

“Wc’rc not opening that discussion!” Siegfried said 
:mphatica!ly. “Wc’rc not giving up on the idea of 
^'ceping them isolated on the island. We all decided back 
ivhcn this started that was the best idea. I still think it 
is. But uitii tltis episode with Kc\in Marshall, the bridge 
has me worried.” 

“Why?” Bertram asked, “It’s locked.” 

“Wicrc are the keys?” Siegfned asked. 

“In my office,” Bertram said. 

“I think tltcy should be here in tire main safe,” Sieg- 
fried said. “Most of your staff has access to your office, 
including Melanie Bcckct.” 

“Perhaps you have a point,” Bertram said. 

“I’m glad you agree,” Siegfried said. “So I’d like you 
to get tlicm. How many arc there?” 

“I don’t recall exactly,” Bertram said. “Four or five. 
Something like that.” 

“I want them here,” Sieefned said. 
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scotch was understandably his favorite. He handed the 
snifter to Bertram and reclaimed his seat and his otvn 
drink. 

“Usually when I’m called out in the middle of the 
night it is a medical emergency tvith an animal,” Bertram 
said. He took a sip of the brandy and breathed in deeply. 
“Tonight I have the sense it is something else entirely.” 

“Indeed,” Siegfried said. “First I have to commend 
you. Your warning this afternoon about Kevin Marshall 
was well-founded and timely, I asked Cameron to have 
him watched by the Moroccans, and siurc enough this 
ev'ening he, Melanie Becket, and one of the surgical 
nurses drove all the way out to the landing area for Isla 
Francesca.” 

“Damnation!” Bertram exclaimed. “Did they go on 
the island?” 

“No,” Siegfried said. “They merely played with the 
food float. They’d also stopped to talk with Alphonse 
Kimba.” 

“This irritates me to death!” Bertram exclaimed. “I 
don’t like anyone going near that island, and I don’t like 
anyone talking to that pygmy.” 

“Nor do I,” Siegfried agreed. 

“\Vlierc arc they now?” Bertram questioned. 

“We let them go home,” Siegfried said. “But not 
before putting tlic fear of God into them. I don’t think 
they uill be doing it again, at least not for a while.” 

“This is not what I need!” Bertram complained. “I 
hate to have to worry about this on top of tire bonobos 
splitting into two groups.” 

This is worse than the animals living in two 
groups,” Siegfried said. 

“They’re both bad,” Bertram said. “Both have the 
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“Good,” Melanie said. “Same for us in the ladies’ 
room. Let’s go!” 

Melanie motioned for the others to follow her as she 
started up the stairs. “To get to the administration area 
from here, we have to pass through part of the veterinary 
hospital. I think it’s best to avoid the main floor, which 
has tlie emergency room and the acute-care unit. There’s 
always a lot of actiwty there. So let’s go up to the second 
floor and go through the fertility unit. I can even say 
I’m checking on patients if someone asks.” 

“Cool,” Candace said. 

They passed tlie first floor and climbed to the second. 
Entering the main corridor, they encountered their first 
animal-center employee. If the man thought that there 
was anything abnormal about Kevin and Candace’s 
presence in the middle of the night, he didn’t give any 
evidence. He passed by wth merely a nod. 

“That was easy,” Candace whispered. 

“It’s the coveralls,” Melanie said. 

They turned left through a set of double doors and 
entered a brighdy lit, narrow hallway lined with a 
number of blank doors. Melanie cracked one of them 
and stuck her head inside. Quietly, she closed the door. 
“It’s one of my patients. She’s a low-land gorilla who’s 
almost ready for egg retrieval. They can get a little ram- 
bunctious uitli tlie hormone level we have to achieve, 
but she’s sleeping soundly.” 

“Can I sec?” Candace asked. 

“I suppose,” Melanie said. “But be quiet and don’t 
make any sudden movements.” 

Candace nodded. Melanie opened the door and 
slipped inside. Candace followed. Ke\in stayed by the 
door, holding it open. 
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“Fine,” Bertram said agreeably. “I don’t hav( 
problem \vith that.” 

“Good,” Siegfried said. He let his legs drop from 
desk and stood up. “Let’s go. I’U come tvith you.” 

“You want to go now?” Bertram asked witli disbcl 

“Why put off until tomorrow what you can 
today?” Siegfned said. “Isn’t that an expression y 
Americans espouse? With the keys in the safe, I kn 
I’ll sleep a lot better tonight.” 

“Would you want me to come along as wel 
Cameron asked. 

“It’s not necessary,” Siegfned said. “I’m sure Bertr; 
and I can handle it.” 


Kevin looked at himself in the full-length mirror at t 
end of the banks of lockers in the men’s room. T 
trouble with the coveralls was that the small was t 
small and the medium was a litde too big. He had 
roll up the sleeves and the pant legs. 

“What the hell are you doing in there?” Melani' 
voice called out. She’d pushed open the door from t 
hall. 

“I’m coming,” Kevin said. He closed the locker whe 
he’d stored his own clothes and hurried out into t 
hall. 

“I thought women were supposed to take a long dr 
dressing,” Melanie complained. 

I couldn’t decide which size was best,” Kevin sai( 

“Did anybody come in while you were in thcrci 
Melanie asked. 

“Not a soul,” Kevin said. 


cftrcwKJSome 6 
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“Let’s get the kc}-s,” Kc%'in said. 


‘^e'rc pushing our 


luck.” 

The>’ walked the length of the fertility' unit and pushed 
through a second pair of sv-inging doors to enter a l<irge 
room disided into baj-s. Each bay had sci'eral cages, and 
most of the cages were occupied by youthful primates 
of different species. 

“This is the pediatric unit,” Melanie whispered. “Just 
act natural.” 

There were four people working in the unit. They 
were all dressed in surgical scrubs with stethoscopes 
draped around tlicir necks. Everyone was friendly but 
bus^' and preoccupied, and the trio passed through, 
garnering notlting more titan a couple of smiles and 
nods. 

After another set of double doors and a short corridor, 
they came to a heav^^, locked fire door. Melanie had to 
use her card to open it. 

“Here we arc!” Melanie wliispered, as she let the fire 
door close quietly behind tltem. After the bustle they’d 
just witnessed, the silence and darkness seemed absolute. 
“Tills is the administration area. The stairwell is doivn 
the hail to die left. So hold on.” 

There was groping in the dark until Candace got 
her hand on Melanie’s shoulder and Kevin got his on 
Candace’s. 

“Come on!” Melanie encouraged. She began to inch 
her way along die corridor, while running her hand 
against the wall. Tlic others alloivcd themselves to be 
pulled along. Gradually, their eyes adjusted and by die 
nme the group neared the door to the stairwell, diey 
could appreciate the small amount of moonlight that 
seeped through the cracks. 
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“Shouldn’t we be doing what we came her 
Kevin whispered. 

Melanie put her finger to her lips. 

There were four large cages in the room, only 
which was occupied. A large goriUa was sleeping oi 
of straw. The illumination came from overhead rr 
lighting that was dimmed dowm to a point of 
almost off. 

Gently touching the bars of the cage, Candace 
forward to get a better look. She’d never been sc 
to a gorilla. If she’d been inclined, she could 
touched the huge animal. 

With speed that defied belief, the female gorilla : 
and then bounced off the front of the cage. In thj 
instant, she was pounding the floor with her fist 
kettle drums and shrieking. 

Candace let out a scream of her own as she leapt 
out of harm’s way. Melanie grabbed her. 

“It’s okay,” Melanie said. 

The gorilla then made another lunge for the fro 
the cage. She also hurled a handful of fi-esh feces ii 
process, which splattered against the far wall. 

Melanie directed Candace out the door and Kevi 
it shut. 

“I’m terribly sorry,” Melanie said to Candace. C; 
ace’s Nordic complexion was even paler than usual. ‘ 
you ail right?” 

“I guess,” Candace said. She checked the firont of 
coveralls. 

A little PMS, I’m afraid,” Melanie said. “She di< 
hit you with any of her poop, did she?” 

“I don’t think so,” Candace said. She ran a hi 
tlirough her hair and then examined it. 
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office and, while you’re at it, keep an eye on the hall. 
Give a yell if anybody appears.” 

“Now that’s a happy thought,” Kevin said. 


Siegfried turned left at the motor pool and accelerated 
his new Toyota LandCruiser tow'ard the animal center. 
The vehicle had been modified for his disability so that 
he could shift with his left hand. 

“Docs Cameron have any idea why we are so con- 
cerned about the security of Isla Francesca?” Bertram 
asked. 

“No, not at all,” Siegfned said. 

“Has he asked?” 

“No, he’s not that kind of person. He takes orders. 
He doesn’t question them.” 

“\Vliat about telling him and cutting him in on a 
small percentage?” Bertram suggested. “He could be 
very hclpftil.” 


I m not diluting our percentages!” Siegfiied said. 
Don t even suggest it. Besides, Cameron is already 
helpful. He docs whatever I tell him to do.” 

Wffiat wornes me the most about this episode with 
^ Kcsnn Marshall is that he must have said something to 
those women,” Bertram said. “The last thing I want is 
tor them to start thinking the bonobos on the island are 
using rc. If that gets out, it’s just a matter of time 
ore wc avc animal-rights zealots coming out of the 
oo uor *. GenSys will shut the program dowm faster 
tjian you can blink your eye.” 

iij think we should do?” Siegfned asked, 

ould arrange to have the thrpc nf t-V. f'm inot* 
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Inside the stairwell, it was comparatively bright. Larg( 
windows on each landing flooded the stairs wtl 
moonlight. 

The first-floor hail was much easier to walk in thai 
the second-floor hall because of the tvindows in th( 
main-entrance doors. 

Melanie led them to a position just outside Bertram’; 
office. 

“Now comes the acid test,” Kevin said, as Melani< 
tried her card in the lock. 

There was an immediate, reassuring click. The dooi 
opened. 

“No problem,” Melanie said buoyantly. 

The three stepped inside the room and were agair 
thrust into almost complete darkness. The only light waj 
a meager glow that filtered through the open door into 
the inner office. 

“What now?” Kevin questioned. “We’re not going 
to find anything in the dark.” 

“I agree,” Melanie said. She felt along the wall foi 
the switch. As soon as her finger touched it, she switched 
it on. 

For a moment, they blinked at each otlicr. “Whoa, 
seems awfully bright,” Melanie said. 

“I hope it doesn’t wake up those Moroccan guards 
across the street,” Kevin said. 

Don’t even joke about it,” Melanie said. She tvalked 
into the inner office and turned on the light.' Kevin and 
Candace joined her. 

“I think we should be methodical about this,” 
Melanie said. “I’ll take die desk. Candace, you take the 
file cabinet, and, Kevin, why don’t you take the outer 
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mechanism. No one even thought about the possibility 
of theft. I mean, everything was secured in toolboxes. 
Anyway, they might have gotten matches. Of course, I 
have no idea how they could have figured out how to 
use diem.” 

‘'You just gave me an idea,” Siegfiried said. “Why 
don’t we tell KeWn and the women there’s been a crew 
going out to the island over the past week to do some 
kind of work like cutting trails. We can say that we’ve 
just found out that they have been starting the fires.” 

“Now that’s a damn good idea!” Bertram said. “It 
makes perfect sense. We’ve even considered putting a 
bridge over the Rio Disiso.” 

“Wiy the hell didn’t we think of it earlier?” Siegfiied 
questioned. “It’s so obvious.” 

Alicad die LandCruiser’s headlights illuminated the 
first of die animal-center’s buildings. 

“Wicrc do you want me to park?” Siegfned asked. 

“Pull right up to the front,” Bertram said. “You can 
wait in die car. It wll only take me a second.” 

Siegftied took his foot off die accelerator and began 
to brake. 

“Wiat the hell!” Bertram said. 

“Wiat’s the matter?” 

“There’s a light on in my office,” Bertram answered. 


Tliis looks promising,” Candace called out as she pulled 
a large folder from die top drawer of the file cabinet. 
The folder was dark blue and closed wdi an attached 
clastic. In the upper right-hand corner it said: ISLA 
Fpancbca. 

I'lclanie pushed in die drawer of the desk she’d been 
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Bertram glanced at Siegfried and shivered. He knew 
the man was not joking. 

“No, that could be worse,” Bertram said. He looked 
back out through the windshield. “That might stimulate 
a major State-side investigation. I’m telling you, I think 
we should dart the bonobos, put them in the cages I 
brought out there, and bring them in. Sure as hell, they 
won’t be using fire in the animal center.” 

“No, goddamn it!” Siegfried snapped. “The animals 
stay on the island. If they’re brought in, you won’t be 
able to keep it a secret. Even if they don’t use fire, we 
kno%v they’re cunning little bastards from the problems 
we’ve had during retrievals, and maybe they’ll start doing 
something else equally as weird. If they do, handlers will 
start talking. Wc’U be in worse shape.” 

Bertram sighed and ran a nervous hand through his 
white hair. Reluctantly, he admitted to himself that Sieg- 
fiaed had a point. Still, he thought it best to bring the 
animals in, mainly to keep them isolated from each other. 

“I’ll be talking to Raymond Lyons tomorrow,” Sieg- 
fried said. “I tried to call him earlier. I figured that since 
Kevin Marshall had already talked to him, we might as 
well get his opinion about what to do. After all, this 
whole operation is his creation. He doesn’t want trouble 
any more than we do.” 

“True,” Bertram said. 

“Tell me something,” Siegfried said. “If the animals 
arc using fire, how do you think they got it? You still 
think it was lightning?” 

“I’m not sure,” Bertram said. “It could have been 
lightning. But, then again, they managed to steal a bunch 
of tools, rope, and other stuff when we had the crew 
out there constructing the island side of the bridge 
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It was constructed of white tile and had a centra! 
stainless-steel examining table. Like Bertram's inner 
office it had windows cov’crcd with blinds. linough light 
filtered in to allow them to rush over to the door to the 
hall. Unfortunately, cn route Kesnn kicked a stainless- 
steel pail standing on the floor next to the examining 
table. 

The pail clanged up against the table leg. In the still- 
ness, it sounded like a gong at an amusement park. 
Melanie reacted by throssing open the door to the hall 
and racing toward the stairwell. Candace followed. ,“\s 
Kesnn dashed into the hall, he heard the door to 
Bertram’s office slam open. He had no idea if he’d been 


seen or not. 

In the stainvcll, Melanie descended as fast as the moon- 
light would allow. She could hear Candace and Kevin 
behind her. She slowed at tlie foot of the stairs to grope 
for the door to the basement level. She got it open none 
too soon. Above they heard die first-floor stains cil door 
open, follow'ed by heavy footfalls on the metal stairs. 

The basement was utterly black save for a dim rec- 
tangular outline of light in the distance. Holding on to 
each other, thc>' made their way toward the igiu It 
wasn’t until they had reached it that Kevin and C.anua.c 
> realized it was a fire door with light seeping around its 
peripherv'. Melanie had it open with her magnetic card 
once she’d located the slot ^ ^ 

Bev-ond the fire ^ Mclmic 
allowed them to run full C-i- * There 

abrupt halt halfvvay down the n • P - 
she opened a door < 

“Inside,” Melanie barked. • - ^ ■ 

comolied. : 
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was tlic body of a huge sHver-back male gorilla on the 
middle shelf of the central island. The illumination in 
the room came from bare light bulbs within tvire cages 
attached to the ceiling at intervals along the walkways. 

Instinctively, the three rushed around to the back 
of the central island and squatted down. Their heavy 
breathing formed fleeting spheres of mist in the frigid 
temperature. The smell was not pleasant with a hint of 
ammonia, but it was tolerable. 

Surrounded by heav)' insulation, Kevin and the others 
could not hear a sound inside the refrigerator, not even 
the whine of the elevator. At least not until they heard the 
unmistakable click of the refrigerator door’s latch. 

Kevin felt his heart skip a beat as the door was pulled 
open. Preparing himself to sec the sneering face of Sieg- 
fried, Kevin slowly raised his head to look over the bulk 
of the dead gorilla. To his surprise it wasn’t Siegfried. It 
vv'as two men in scrub suits carrying in the body of a 
chimpanzee. 

Wordlessly, the men placed the remains of the dead 
ape on a shelf to the right just inside the door and then 
left. Once the door was closed, Kevin looked down at 
Melanie and sighed. “This has to have been the worst 
day of my life.” 

> “It’s not over yet,’’ Melanie said. ‘We still have tc 
get out of here. But at least we got what wc came for.’ 
She opened her fist and held up the key. Light glintcc 
off its chrome-colored surface. 

Kevin looked at his ovvti hand. Without realizing it 
he was still clutching the detailed contour map of Isl; 
hranccsca. 
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Closing the door, Melanie locked it with a throw b 

They were standing in an anteroom for two ante 
theaters. There were scrub sinks, several desks, an 
large insulated door leading to a refrigerated room. 

“Why did we come in here?” Kevin said with p: 
in his voice. “We’re trapped.” 

“Not quite,” Melame said breathlessly. “This Wi 
She motioned for them to follow her around the cor; 
To Kevin’s surprise there was an elevator. Mel; 
pounded the call-button, which brought forth 
immediate whine of its machinery. At the same time, 
floor indicator illuminated to show the elevator cab 
on the third floor. 

"Come on!” Melanie pleaded as if her urging cc 
speed up the apparatus. Since it was a freight elevate 
was agonizingly slow. It was just passing the sec< 
floor when the door to the hallway rattled on its hin 
followed by a muffled expletive. 

The three exchanged panicky glances. “They’ll b( 
here in the next few seconds,” Kevin said. “Is tb 
another way out?” 

Melanie shook her head. “Only the elevator.” 

“We have to hide,” Kevin said. 

“What about the refrigerator?” Candace offered. 

With no time to argue, the three darted to 
refrigerator. Kevin got the door open. A cool mist flov 
out to layer itself along the floor. Candace went in fi 
followed by Melanie and then Kevin. Kevin pulled 
door shut. Its hardware clicked soundly. 

The room was twenty feet square, svith stainless-si 
shelving from floor to ceiling that lined the periphery 
well as forming a central island. The hulks of a num 
of dead primates lay on the shelves. The most impress 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


March 5, 1997, 6:45 P.M. 
New York City 


This is the damnedest thing,” Jack said. He was peering 
ito his microscope at one particular slide and had been 
oing so intently for the previous half-hour. Chet had 
icd to talk with him but had given up. When Jack was 
oncentrating, it was impossible to get his attention, 
“I’m glad you arc enjoying yourself,” Chet said. He’d 
JSt stood up in preparation to leave and was about to 
left his briefcase. 


Jack leaned back and shook his head, “Everything 
bout this case is screwy.” He looked up at Chet and 

vas surprised to see he had his coat on. “Oh are you 
caring?” ’ ^ 

“Yeah, and I’ve been trying to say goodbye for the 
last fifteen minutes.” 


“Take a look at this before you go,” Jack said. He 
mouoned toward his microscope as he pushed away fi-om 
the desk to give Chet room. 


Chet debated. He checked his watch. He was due at 
■s g^TU for a seven o’clock aerobics class. He’d had his 

m imild ^ ^ 

jnV K courage to approach her, he’d been 

the class himself. The problem tvas that she was 
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Bertram turned on the light in the hallway as he exite< 
the stairwell. He’d gone up to the second floor and hat 
entered the pediatric unit. He’d asked the crew' i 
anybody had just run through. The answer was no. 

Entering his examinadon room, he switched on th< 
light in there as well. Siegfried appeared at the door tc 
Bertram’s office. 

“Well?” Siegfried questioned. 

“I don’t know if someone was in here or not,’ 
Bertram said. He looked down at the stainless-steel pai 
that had moved from its normal position under the edge 
of the examining table. 

“Did you see anyone?” Siegfried asked. 

“Not really,” Bertram said. He shook his head. 
“Maybe the janitorial crew left the lights on.” 

“Well, it underlines my concerns about the keys,” 
Siegfried said. 

Bertram nodded. He reached out with his foot and 
pushed the stainless-steel bucket back to its normal posi- 
tion. He turned out the light in the examining room 
before following Siegfried back into his office. 

Bertram opened tlic top drawer of the file cabinet and 
pulled out the Isla Francesca folder. He unsnapped the 
securing elastic and pulled out the contents. 

“What’s the matter?” Siegfried asked. 

Bertram had hesitated. As a compulsively neat indi- 
vidual he could not imagine having crammed everything 
into the folder so haphazardly. Fearing the worst, it was 
wth some relief that he lifted the Stevenson Bridge 
envelope and felt the lump made by tlic ring of keys. 
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“Well said,” Jack remarked. “Now, let me ask you a 

question.” . . rr 

Chet raised his head and looked at his office mate. 
Jack’s domed forehead was wrinkled with confusion. 

“Does this look like a liver that you’d expect to see 
in a relatively recent transplant?” 

“Hell, no!” Chet said. “I’d expect some acute in- 
flammation but certainly not a granuloma. Especially if 
the process could be seen grossly as suggested by the 
collapsed surface cyst.” 

Jack sighed. “Thank you! I was beginning to question 
my judgment. It’s reassuring to hear you’ve come to the 
same conclusion.” 

“Knock, knock!” a voice called out. 

Jack and Chet looked up to see Ted Lynch, the 
director of the DNA lab, standing in the doorway. He 
was a big man, almost in Calvin Washington’s league. 
He’d been an all-American tackle for Princeton before 
going on to graduate school. 

“I got some results for you. Jack,” Ted said. “But 
I’m afraid it’s not what you want to hear, so I thought 
I’d come down and tell you in person. I know you’ve 
been thinking you’ve got a liver transplant here, but 
> the DQ alpha was a perfect match, suggesting it was the 
patient’s own liver.” 

Jack threw up his hands. “I give up,” he said. 

Now there was still a chance it was a transplant,” 
Ted said. “There arc twenty-one possible genotypes of 
the DQ alpha sequence, and the test fails to discriminate 
about seven percent of the time. But I went ahead and 
ran the ABO blood groups on chromosome nine, and it 
'^as a perfect match as well. Combming the two results. 
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in far better shape than he, so that at the end of the class 
he was always too ^vinded to talk. 

“Come on, sport,” Jack said. “Give me your golden 
opinion.” 

Chet let go of his briefcase, leaned over, and peered 
into the eyepieces of Jack’s microscope. With no expla- 
nation from Jack, he first had to figure out what the 
tissue was. “So, you’re still looking at this frozen section 
of liver,” he said. 

“It’s been entertaining me all afternoon,” Jack said. 

“Why not wait for tlie regular fixed sections?” Chet 
said. “These frozen sections are so limiting.” 

“Fve asked Maureen to get them out as soon as she 
can,” Jack said. “But meanwhile this is all I have. What 
do you think of the area under the pointer?” 

Chet played tvith the focus. One of the many prob- 
lems with frozen sections was tliey were often thick and 
the cellular architecture appeared fiizzy. 

“Fd say it looks like a granuloma,” Chet said. A 
granuloma was the cellular sign of chronic, cell-mediated 
inflammation. 

“That was my thought as well,” Jack said. “Now 
move the field over to the right. It will show a part of 
the liver surface. What do you see there?” 

Chet did as he was told, while worrying that if he was 
late to the gym, there wouldn’t be a spot in the aerobics 
class. The instructor was one of the most popular. 

“I see what looks like a large, scarred cyst,” Chet 
said. 

“Docs it look at all familiar?” Jack asked. 

“Can’t say it docs,” Chet said. “In fact, Fd have to 
say it looks a little weird.” 
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you, the probabiiit)’ of my &vo tests matching by chance 

is very small indeed.” 

“I’m cominced it was a transplant, Jack said. 
“There’s no rhyme or reason to take out a person’s liver 
and tlien put it back.” 

“You’re sure?” 

“Of course Tm sure,” Jack said. 

“You seem committed to this case,” Ted commented. 
Jack gave a short derisive laugh. “I’ve decided that 
I’m going to unravel this mystery come hell or high 
water,” he said. “If I can’t. I’ll lose respect for myself. 
There just aren’t that many liver transplants. I mean, if 
I can’t solve this one, I might as well hang it up.” 

“All right,” Ted said. “I’ll tell you what I can do. I can 
run a poljTnarkcr which compares areas on chromosome 
four, six, seven, nine, eleven, and nineteen. A chance 
match ivill be in the billions to one. And for my own 
peace of mind. I’ll even sequence the DQ alpha on both 
tlic liver sample and the patient to try to figure out how 
they could have matched.” 

“I’ll be appreciative whatever you can do,” Jack said. 
“I’ll even go up and start tonight,” Ted said. “That 
way I can have the results tomorrow.” 

“l\’hat a sport!” Jack said. He put out his hand and 
Ted slapped it. 

After Ted left. Jack switched off the light under his 
microscope. He felt as if the slide had been mocking 
him vith its puzzling details. He’d been looking at it for 
so long his eyes hurt. 

For a few minutes. Jack sat at his desk and gazed at 
the clutter of unfinished cases. Folders were stacked in 
unn-cn piles. Even lus ow-n conservative estimate had 


208 


. RobfnCook 


the chances are mighty slim it’s not the patient’s own 
liver.” 

“I’m crushed,” Jack said. With his fingers inter- 
twined, he let his hands fail onto the top of his head, “I 
even called a surgeon fnend of mine and asked if there 
would be any other reason to find sutures in the vena 
cava, the hepatic arter>', and the biliary system. He said 
no: that it had to be a transplant.” 

“What can I say?” Ted commented. “Of course, for 
you I’d be happy to fudge the results.” He laughed, and 
Jack pretended to take a swipe at him with his hand. 

Jack’s phone jangled insistcndy. Jack motioned for 
Ted to stay, while he picked up the receiver. “What?” 
he said rudely. 

“I’m out of here,” Chet said. He waved to Jack and 
pushed past Ted. 

Jack listened intendy. Slowly, his expression changed 
from exasperation to interest. He nodded a few times as 
he glanced up at Ted. For Ted’s benefit he held up a 
finger and mouthed, “One minute.” 

“Yeah, sure,” Jack said into the phone. “If UNOS 
suggests we try Europe, ^ve it a try.” He glanced at his 
watch. “Of course it’s the middle of the night over there, 
but do what you can!” 

Jack hung up the phone. “That was Bart Arnold,” he 
said. “I’ve had the entire forensics department searching 
for a missing recent liver transplant.” 

“What’s UNOS?” Ted asked. 

“United National Organ Sharing,” Jack said. 

“Any luck?” Ted asked. 

“Nope,” Jack said. “It’s baffling. Bart’s even checked 
wth all the major centers doing liver transplants.” 

“Maybe it wasn’t a transplant,” Ted said. “I’m telling 
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“The cash is fine,” Angelo agreed. “It’s the nsk I 

don’t like.” ^ 

“IVhat do you mean?” Franco questioned. “There s 

no risk. We’re professionals. We don’t take risks. 

“There’s always the unexpected,” Angelo said. “And 
as far as I’m concerned, the unexpected has already 
occurred.” 

Franco glanced over at Angelo’s scarred face sil- 
houetted in the half light of the car’s interior. He could 
tell that Angelo was dead serious. “What are you talking 
about?” he questioned. 

“The fact that this Laurie Montgomery is involved,” 
Angelo said. “She gives me nightmares. Tony and I tried 
to whack her, but we couldn’t. It was like God was 
protecting her.” 

Franco laughed in spite of Angelo’s seriousness. “This 
Laurie Montgomery would be flattered that someone 
with your reputation has nightmares about her. That’s 
hilarious.” 

“1 don’t find it funny at all,” Angelo said. 

“Don’t get sore at me,” Franco said. “Besides, she’s 
hardly involved in what we’re doing here.” 

“It’s related,” Angelo said. “Amd she told Vinnie 
> .^mcndola that she’s going to make it her personal busi- 
ness to find out how we managed to get Franconi’s body 
out of tlic morgue.” 

“But how is she going to do that?” Franco said. 
“And worse comes to worse we sent Freddie Capuso 
and Richie Herns to do the actual dirty work. I think 
you’re jumping to conclusions here.” 

Oh yeah?” Angelo questioned. “You don’t know 
this woman. She’s one persistent bitch.” 
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That was more than usual. Papcrw'ork had never bi 
Jack’s forte, and it got worse when he became enmcsl 
in a particular case. 

Cursing under his breath from fhistration at his o 
ineptitude, Jack pushed back from his desk and grabl 
his bomber jacket from the hook on the back of 
office door. He’d had as much sitting and thinking as 
was capable of. He needed some mindless, hard exerc 
and his neighborhood basketball court was beckonin 


The view of the New York City skyline from the Geo 
Washington Bridge was breathtaking. Franco Pond tr 
to turn his head to appreciate it, but it was diffic 
because of the rush-hour traffic. Franco was behind 
wheel of a stolen Ford sedan on the way to Englewoi 
New Jersey. Angelo Facciolo was sitting in the fr( 
passenger seat, staring out the wndshield. Both n 
were wearing gloves. 

“Get a load of the \aew to the left,” Franco se 
“Look at all those lights. You can sec the whole freal< 
island, even the Statue of Liberty.” 

“Yeah, I’ve seen it already,” Angelo said moodily. 

“What’s the matter with you?” Franco asked. “You 
acting like you’re on tlie rag.” 

“I don’t like this kind of job,” Angelo said, 
reminds me of when Ccrino went berserk and sent : 
and Tony Ruggerio all over the goddamn city doing 1 
same kind of shit. We should stick to our usual wo 
dealing with tlie usual people.” 

“Vinnie Dominick is not Pauli Ccrino,” Franco sa 
“And what’s so bad about picking up some easy ex 
cash?” 
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lawTis that stretched up to the widely spaced houses were 
so expansive they looked like feirways on a golf course. 

“Can you imagine living in a place like this?” Franco 
commented, his head swin^ng from side to side. “Hell, 
rd get lost trying to find the street from my front door.” 

“I don’t like this,” Angelo said. “It’s too peaceful. 
We’re going to stick out like a sore thumb.” 

“Now don’t get yourself all bent out of shape,” 
Franco said. “At this point, all we’re doing is recon- 
noitcring. What number are we looking for?” 

Angelo consulted the piece of paper in his hand. 
“Number Eight Overlook Place.” 

“That means it’s going to be on our left,” Franco 
said. They were just passing number twelve. 

A few moments later Franco slowed and pulled over 
to the right side of the road. He and Angelo stared up 
a serpentine driveway lined with carriage lamps to a 
massive Tudor-stylc house set against a backdrop of 
soaring pine trees. Most of the multipaned windows were 
aglow with light. The property was the size of a football 
field. 

“Looks like a goddamn castle,” Angelo complained. 

“1 must say, it’s not what I was hoping for,” Franco 
said. 

“Well, what arc we going to do?” Angelo asked. “We 
can t just sit here. Wc haven’t seen a car since we pulled 
off tlic main drag back there.” 

Franco put the car in gear. He knew Angelo was right. 
Tlicy couldn’t u'ait there. Someone would undoubtedly 
^ot them, become suspicious, and call the police. 

icy d already passed one of those stupid NEIGHBOR- 
Hoon w.vrcH signs with the silhouette of a guy wearing 
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“All right!” Franco said \vith resignation. “You waj 
to be bummed out, fine by me.” 

As they reached the New Jersey side of the bridg 
Franco bore right onto the Palisades Interstate Parkwa 
With Angelo insisting on sulking, he reached over an 
turned on the radio. After pushing a few buttons 1 
fovmd a station that played “oldies but goodies, 
Turning up the volume he sang “Sweet Caroline” alon 
with Neil Diamond. 

By the second refrain, Angelo leaned forward an 
turned off the radio. “You win,” he said. “I’ll cheer u 
if you promise not to sing.” 

“You don’t like that song?” Franco questioned as 
he were hurt. “It’s got such sweet memories for me. 
He smacked his lips as if he were tasting. “It rcminc 
me of making out with Maria Provolonc.” 

“I’m not going to touch that one,” Angelo sale 
laughing despite himself. He appreciated working wit 
Franco Ponti. Franco was a professional. He also had 
sense of humor, which Angelo knew he himself lacked 

Franco exited the parkway onto Palisades Avenu( 
passed Route 9W, and headed west down a long hi 
into Englewood, New Jersey. The environment quick! 
changed from franchise fast-food restaurants and scrsic 
stations to upper-class suburban. 

“You got the map and the address handy?” Franc 
asked. 

“I got it right here,” Angelo said. He reached up an 
turned on the map light. “We’re looking for Overloo 
Place,” he said. “It \vill be on the left.” 

Overlook Place was easy to find, and five minutes late; 
they were cruising along a winding, tree-lined street. Th 
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Angelo reached into the vest pocket of his Brioni suit 
and handed over the walletlike badge cover. 

“You stay put for the moment,” Franco said. No 
reason to scare her right off the bat with that face of 
yours.” 

“Thanks for the compliment,” Angelo said sourly. 
Angelo cared about his appearance and dressed to the 
nines in a vain attempt to compensate for his face, which 
was severely scarred from a combination of chicken pox 
as a child, severe acne as a teenager, and third-degree 
burns from an explosion five years previously. Ironically, 
lire explosion had been ignited thanks to Laurie Mont- 
gomery. 

“Ah, don’t be so touchy,” Franco teased. He cuffed 
Angelo on the back of the head. “You know we love 
you, even though you look like you should be in a horror 
mosic.” 

Angelo fended off Franco’s hand. There were only 
nvo people he allowed even to make reference to his 
facial problem: Franco and his boss, Vinnie Dominick. 
Still, he didn’t appreciate it. 

The girl was now nearing the street. She was dressed 
in a pink down-filled ski parka, which only made her 
look hca\icr. Her facial features indented a pufl[y face 

'dth mild acne. Her hair was straight and parted down 
the middle. 

“She look anything like Maria Provoloner” Angelo 
questioned, to get in a dig at Franco. 

‘Vciy fimny,” Franco said. He reached for the door 
itandlc and got out of the car. 

Excuse me. Franco called out as sweetiy as possible. 
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“Let’s find out more about this sixteen-year- 
chick,” Angelo said. “Like, where she goes to schc 
what she likes to do, and who are her fiiends. We ca 
risk going up to the house. No way.” 

Franco grunted in agreement. Just as he was abi 
to press on the accelerator, he saw a tiny figure co 
out the firont of the house. From such a distance 
couldn’t tell if it was male or female. “Somebody j 
came out,” he said. 

“I noticed,” Angelo said. 

The two men watched in silence as the fig 
descended a few stone stairs and then started down i 
driveway. 

“Whoever it is, is kind of fat,” Franco said. 

“And they got a dog,” Angelo said. 

“Holy Madonna,” Franco said after a few momei 
“It’s the girl.” 

“I don’t believe this,” Angelo said. “Do you thin! 
really is Cindy Carlson? I’m not used to things happen] 
this easy.” 

Astounded, the two men watched as the girl c< 
tinned down the driveway as if she were coming direc 
to greet them. Ahead of her walked a tiny, caram 
colored toy poodle wth its little pompom tail sticki 
straight up. 

“What should we do?” Franco questioned. He did 
expect an answer; he was thinking out loud. 

“How about the police act?” Angelo suggested. ‘ 
always worked for Tony and me.” 

“Sounds good,” Franco said. He turned to Ang< 
and stuck out his hand. “Let me use your Ozone Vi 
police badge.” 
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significant progress. There was 
Stack of completed folders on the comer of her desk 
Taking the remaining tray of histologi^ slides, sh 
started on the final case, which could be completed vnt 
the material and reports she had. As she peered into h< 
microscope to examine the first slide, she heard a kno( 
on her open door. It was Lou Soldano. 

“WTiat are you doing here so late?” Lou asked. L 
sat doivn heavily in the chair next to Laurie s des 
He made no effort to take off his coat or hat, which w 
tipped way back on his head. 

Laurie ^anced at her watch. “My goshl” s 
remarked. “I had no idea of the time.” 


“I tried to call you at home as I was coming acr( 
the Queensborough Bridge,” Lou said. “When I did 
get you, I decided to stop here. I had a sneaking S' 
picion you’d still be at it. You know, you work too hare 
“You should talk!” Laurie smd with playful sarcas 
“Look at you! When was the last time you got any sle 
And I’m not talking about a catnap at your desk.” 

“Let’s talk about more pleasant things,” Lou s' 
gested. “How about grabbing a bite to eat' I’ve got 
run down to headquarters to do about an hour’s wc 
, Qi dictating, then I’d love to go out someplace. The 1 
arc uith their aunt, God love her. What do you sat 
some pasta?” 


“Arc you sure you’re up for going out?” Laurie qi 
twned. The circles under Lou’s dark eyes were toucl 
15 smile creases. His stubble w’as more than a fh'e o’c' 
Mndow. Laurie guessed it was at least two days’ wo 

s'-o.king much longer?” ^ 



216 


Robfn Cook 


that normally had a harsh, raspy quality. “Could you, 
any chance, be the popular Cindy Carlson?” 

“Maybe,” the teenager said. “Who wants to know?’ 
She’d stopped at the foot of the driveway. The dog liftec 
his leg against the gate post. 

“We’re police officers,” Franco said. He held up tht 
badge so that the light from the strectlamp glinted of 
its polished surface. “We’re investigating several of the 
boys in town and we were told you might be able tc 
help us.” 

“Really?” Cindy questioned. 

“Absolutely,” Franco said. “Please come over here sc 
my colleague can talk to you.” 

Cindy glanced up and down the street, even though 
not a car had passed in the last five minutes. She crossed 
the street, pulling her dog who’d been intently sniffing 
the base of an elm tree. 

Franco moved out of the way so that Cindy Carlson 
could bend over to look into the front seat of the car at 
Angelo. Before a word was spoken, Franco pushed hci 
into the car headfirst. 

Cindy let out a squeal but it was quickly smothered 
by Angelo who wrestled her into the car. 

Franco swiftly yanked the leash out of Cindy’s hand 
and shooed the dog away. Then he squeezed into tire 
front scat, crushing Cindy against Angelo. He put the cat 
in gear and drove away. 


Laurie had surprised herself. After the delivery of the 
Franconi videotape, she’d been able to redirect her atten- 
tion to her papcr%vork. She’d worked efficiently and 
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‘Tm on my last case,” Laurie said. “Maybe anori 
half-hour.” 

“You gotta cat, too,” Lou said. 

“Have you made any progress in the Franconi case 
Laurie asked. 

Lou let out an exasperated puff of air. “I wish,” 
said. “And the trouble is wth these mob hits, if y 
don’t score quickly, the trail cools mighty fast. ^ 
haven’t gotten the break I’ve been hoping for.” 

“I’m sorry,” Laurie said. 

“Thanks,” Lou said. “How about you? Any more 
an idea how Franconi’s body got out of here?” 

“That trail is about equally as cool,” Laurie sai 
“Calvin even gave me a reaming out for interrogatij 
the night mortuary tech. All I did was talk to the ma 
I’m afraid administration just wants the episode to fade 

“So Jack was right about telling you to lay off,” b 
said. 

“I suppose,” Laurie reluctantly agreed. “But dot 
tell him that.” 

“I wsh the commissioner would let it fade,” b 
said. “Hell, I might get demoted over this thing.” 

“I did have one thought,” Laurie said. “One of ti 
funeral homes that picked up a body tire night Franco 
disappeared is called Spolctto. It’s in Ozone Par 
Somehow the name was familiar to me. Then I remer 
bered that one of the more grisly murders of a youi 
mobster took place there back during the Cerino caj 
Do you think that it’s just a coincidence they happen) 
to be making a pickup here the night Franconi disa; 
peared?” 

“Yeah,” Lou said. “And I’U tell you why. I’m famili 
rvitlr that funeral home from my years in Queens fightii 
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“Franconi,” Laurie said. “I wanted to ask why you 
didn’t X-ray tlic body.” 

“'What arc you talking about?” Marvin questioned. 

“Just what I said,” Laurie remarked. “There was no 
X-ray slip in the autopsy folder and there were no films 
down here with others when I looked prior to finding 
out that the body had disappeared.” 

“I took X-rays,” Marvin said. He acted hurt that 
Laurie would suggest that he hadn’t. “I always take X- 
rays when a body comes in unless one of the doctors 
tells me otherwise.” 

“Then where’s the slip and where are the films?” 
Laurie asked. 


“Hey, I don’t know' what happened to the slip,” 
Marvin said. “But the films: They went with Doctor 
Bingham.” 

Bingham took them?” Laurie questioned. Even that 
was odd, yet she recognized that Bingham probably was 
planning on doing the post the foUosving morning. 

He told me he was taking them up to his office,” 
Marvin said. “What am I supposed to do, tell the boss 
he can’t take die X-rays. No w'ay! Not this dude.” 

“Right, of course,” Laurie said vaguely. She was pre- 
occupied. Here w'3s a new' surprise. X-rays existed of 
Franconi’s body! Of course, it didn’t matter much 
without die body itself, but she wondered why site d not 
been told. Tltcn again she’d not seen Bingham until 
after it was known diat Franconi’s body had been sto <m 
“Well, I’m glad I spoke to you,” If""' 
out of her musing. “And I apologize for sugg 
you’d forgotten to take die films. 

“Hey, it’s cool,” Marvin said. thought about 

Laurie was about to leave w tc 
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“Damn it all’.” she murmured. She sighed and g; 
up at the cobwebbed ceiling. Every time she questio 
how Franconi’s body could have gotten out of 
morgue, she agonized anew. She also felt guilty that 
couldn’t provide even a modicum of help to Lou. 

Laurie got up and got her coat, snapped shut 
briefcase, and walked out of her office. But she dii 
leave the morgue. Instead, she went doAvn for ano 
visit to the mortuary office. There was a question 
was nagging her and which she’d forgotten to ask Ma 
Fletcher, the evening mortuary tech, the previous 
afternoon. 

She found Marvin at his desk busily filling out 
required forms for the scheduled pickups for 
evening. Marvin was one of Laurie’s favorite coworli 
He’d been on the day shift before Bruce Pomows 
tragic murder during the Ccrino affair. After that ev 
Marvin had been s\vitched to evenings. It had bee 
promotion because the evening mortuary tech had a 
of responsibility. 

“Hey, Laurie! What’s happening?” Marvin said 
moment he caught sight of her. Marvin was a handsc 
African-American, wth the most flawless skin Laurie 
ever seen. It seemed to glow as if lit internally. 

Laurie chatted with Marvin for a few minu 
catching him up on the intraofficc gossip of the 
before getting down to business. “Marsin, I’ve goi 
ask you something, but I don’t want you to feel del 
swc.” Laurie couldn’t help remembering Mike Passar 
reaction to her questioning, and she certainly didn’t w 
Marvin complaining to Cal\in. 

“About what?” Marvin asked. 
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Michael made a questioning expression by com- 
pressing his lips while thinking. “Not long,” he said 
vaguely. “Traffic’s light. In fact, I was just out at Kennedy 
Airport, and it w.is a breeze.” 

“Let’s go,” Laurie s.aid. 

As Michael promised, the trip took only a short time, 
especially once tlicy got on die Van WVck Expressssa)-, 
Uffiilc they were traveling, Laurie found out that Michael 
had been driving a cab for over diirty yc.irs. Me was 
a loquacious and opinionated man who also exuded a 
paternal charm. 

“Would you know where Gold Road is in Ozone 
Park?” Laurie asked. She felt pririleged to have found ,in 
experienced taxi driver. She’d remembered the address of 
die Spolctto Funeral Home from the Rolodex in tlic 
mortuary office. The street name had stuck in her mind 
as making a metaphorical statement about the under- 
taking business. 

“Gold Road,” Michael said. “No problem. It’s a con- 
tinuation of Eighty-ninth Street. You looking for a house 
or what?” 

“I’m looking for the Spoletto Funeral Home,” Luirie 
said. 

“I’ll have you diere in no time,” Michael said. 

Laurie sat back with a contented feeling, only half 
listening to Michael’s nonstop chatter. For the moment 
luck seemed to be on her side. 'Htc reason she'd decided 
to risit the Spolctto Funeral Home was because Jack ^ 
had been wTong about it. Tlic home did have a mob < 
connection, and even diougli it ssas srith t ic b^on], 
family according to I.ziu, the tact that it 'sas 
at all W.TS suspicious to Laurie. 

True to his promise, within a sur r 
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the Spolctto Funeral Home. On a whim, she ask 
Marvin about it. 

Marvin shrugged. “What do you want to know?” 
asked. “I don’t know much. I’ve never been there, y 
know what I’m saying.” 

“What are the people like who come here from t 
home?” Laurie asked. 

“Normal,” Marvin said with another shrug. “I’ 
probably only seen them a couple of times. I mean, 
don’t know what you want me to say.” 

Laurie nodded. “It was a silly question. I don’t knc 
why I asked.” 

Laurie left the mortuary office and exited the morg 
through the loading area onto Thirtieth Street, 
seemed to her that nothing about the Franconi case w 
routine. 

As Laurie commenced walking south along Fii 
Avenue another whim hit her. Suddenly, the idea 
visiting the Spoletto Funeral Home seemed vc 
appealing. She hesitated for a second while considerii 
the idea and then stepped out into the street to hail 
cab. 

“WTiere to, lady?” the driver asked. Laurie could s 
from his hackney license that his name was Michs 
Neuman. 

“Do you know where Ozone Park is?” Laurie askc 

“Sure, it’s over in Queens,” Michael said. He was ; 
older man who, Laurie guessed, was in his late sixtii 
He was sitting on a foam-rubber-stuffed pillow with 
lot of foam rubber visible. His backrest was construct! 
of wooden beads. 

“How long would it take to get there?” Laurie aske 
If it was going to take hours, she wouldn’t do it. 
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sunding around the entrance hall but they conversed in 
hushed whispers. 

To Laurie’s left was a room ftill of elaborate coffins 
and urns on display. To the right was a viewing room 
vr-ith people seated in folding chairs. At the far end of 
the room was a cofBn resting on a bed of flowers. 

“May I help you?” a soft voice enqiured. 

A thin man about Laurie’s age with an ascetic face 
and sad features had come up to her. He was dressed in 
black except for his white shirt. He was obviously part 
of the staff. To Laurie, he looked like her image of a 
puritan preacher. 

“Are you here to pay respects to Jonathan Dibar* 
tolo?" the man asked. 

“No,” Laurie said. “Frank Gleason.” 

“Excuse me?” the man enquired. 

Laurie repeated the name. There was a pause. 

“And your name is?” the man asked. 

“Dr. Laurie Montgomery.” 

“Just one moment if you will,” the man said as he 
literally ducked away. 

Laurie looked around at the mourners. This was a 
side of death that she’d experienced only once. It was 
' V uhen her brother had died from an overdose when he 
was nineteen and Laurie was fifteen. It had been a trau- 
matic experience for her in all regards, but especially 
since she d been the one w'ho had found him. 

“Dr. Montgomery',” a soft, unctuous voice intone'd. 
I m Anthony Spolctto. I understand you are here to 
pay respects to Mr. Frank Gleason.” 

“Tltat’s correct,” Laurie said. She turned - 

man J . • - 
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Michael pulled up to a three-storied white clapbc 
house wedged between several brick tenements. It 
Greek-style columns holding up the roof of a rvide fi 
porch. A glazed, internally lit sign in the middle ( 
postage stamp-sized lawn read: “Spoletto Fun 
Home, a family business, two generations of caring. 

The establishment was in full operation. lights v 
on in all the windo^vs. A few cigarette smokers were 
the porch. Other people were visible through 
ground-floor windows. 

Zviichael was about to terminate the meter w] 
Laurie spoke up: “Would you mind waiting for m 
she asked. “I’m certain I’ll only be a few minutes, : 
I imagine it would be hard catching a cab from here 

“Sure, lady,” Michael said. “No problem.” 

“Would you mind if I left my briefcase?” Laurie ask 
“There’s absolutely nothing of value in it.” 

“It will be safe just the same,” Michael said. 

Laurie got out and started up the front walk, feel 
unnerved. She could remember as if it were yesterday 
case Dr. Dick Katzenburg had presented at rite Thurs( 
afternoon conference five years earlier. A man in 
twenties had been essentially embalmed alive in i 
Spoletto Funeral Home after having been involved 
throAving battery acid in Pauli Cerino’s fece. 

Laurie shuddered but forced herself up the front stc 
She was never going to be completely free from t 
Cerino affair. 

The people smoking cigarettes ignored her. Soft orj 
music could be heard through the closed front do 
Laurie tried the door. It was unlocked, and she walked 

Save for the music there was little sound. The flo( 
were heavily carpeted. Small groups of people w< 
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for a moment, she’d realized that his forehead wasn’t 
oily. The man had been perspiring despite the tempera- 
ture inside the ftineral parlor being decidedly on the cool 
side. Uuric scratched her head, wondering if that meant 
anything or if it were just another example of her grab- 
bing at straws. 

“Was it a friend?” Michael asked. 

“Was ss’ho a fiiend?” 

“The deceased,” Michael said. 

Laurie let out a little mirthless laugh. “Hardly,” she 
said. 

“I know what you mean,” Michael said, looking at 
I.auric in the rearsiew mirror. “Relationships today are 
ver)’ complicated. And I’ll tell you why it is . . 

Laurie smiled as she seeded back to listen. She Icrv'ed 
philosophical taxi drivers, and Michael was a regular 
Plato of his profession. 

^^'hcn tlic cab pulled up outside Laurie’s building, 
Laurie saw a familiar figure in the foyer. It was Lou 
Soldano slouched over against the mailboxes, clutching 
a bottle of wine in a straw basket. Laurie paid Michael 
the fare along with a generous tip, then hurried inside. 

“I’m sorry’” Laurie offered. “I thought you were 
going to call before you came over.” 

Ix)ii blinked as if he’d been asleep. “I did,” he said, 
after a brief coughing spree. “I got your answering 
machine. So I left the message that I was on my way/.” 

I/iuric glanced at her watch as she unlocked the inner 
door. She’d only been gone for a litde over an hour, 
'>^hich was what she’d expected. 

“I tltought you were only going to work for another 
half hour,” I^u said. 

“I 'hasn’t working,” Laurie said, as she called for 
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as oily as his voice. His forehead glistened in the soft 
incandescent light. 

“I’m afraid that will be impossible,” Zvlr. Spoletto 
said. 

“I called this afternoon and was told he was on view,” 
Laurie said. 

“Yes, of course,” Mr. Spoletto said. “But that was 
this afternoon. At the ftmily’s request this afternoon’s 
four P.M. to six P.M. viewing was to be tltc last.” 

“I see,” Laurie said nonplussed. She’d not had any 
particular plan in mind concerning her visit and had 
intended on viewing the body as a kind of jumping-off 
place. Now that the body was not available, she didn’t 
know what to do. 

“Perhaps I could just sign the register book anyway,” 
Laurie said. 

“I’m afraid that, too, is impossible,” Mr. Spoletto 
said. “The family has already taken it.” 

“Well, I guess tliat’s it,” Laurie said with a limp 
gesture of her arms, 

“Unfornmately,” returned Mr. Spoletto. 

“Would you know when the burial is planned?” 
Laurie asked. 

“Not at the moment,” Mr. Spoletto said. 

“Thank you,” Laurie said. 

“Not at all,” Mr. Spoletto said. He opened the door 
for Laurie. 

Laurie walked out and got into the cab. 

“Now where?” Michael asked. 

Laurie gave her address on Nineteenth Street and 
leaned forward to look out at the Spoletto Funeral 
Home as the taxi pulled away. It had been a wasted trip. 
Or had it? After she’d been talking %vith Mr. Spoletto 



chromosome 6 


229 


Lou asked. “Or was he perspiring before you began 
talking with him;” 

“Before,” Laurie admitted. 

Lou rolled his eyes. “^Tioa! Another Sherlock 
Holmes incarnate,” he said. “Ma^rie you should take 
over my job. I don’t have your powers of intuition and 
inducth'c reasoning!” 

'\ou promised not to gh'e me grief,” Laurie said. 

“I never promised,” Lou said. 

All right, it was a wasted trip,” Laurie said. “Let’s 
get some food. I’m starved.” 


Lou switched the bottle of wine from one hand to 
c other, allowing him to swing his arm out of his 
Bench coat. When he did, he clumsay knocked Laurie’s 
bnefec ,0 the floor. The impaa caused it to spring 
open »d scatter the contents, the crash terrified the 
back into the bedroom after a 
^^S^etogain motion onthehighiypohshed 


‘'\'hat a klutz,” Lou said. “I’m sonw-i” t, 
to rctrics-c rht- sorry^! He ben 

end other paranherr, ““““P' slides 

procesr “d i’un'Pod into Untie in th, 


i.aaune suggest 


"^ 0 , 1 insist,” Lou said. 

back i 

!•“» fcoritc’ X-rated ' 

lou^nl'’ 1““"' oomraented. 

!hc-b!uc?” sent you this out 
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the elevator. “I took a trip out to the Spoletto Funei 
Home.” 

Lou frowned. 

“Now don’t give me extra grief,” Laurie said as thi 
boarded the elevator. 

“So what did you find? Franconi lying in state?” Lc 
asked sarcastically. 

“I’m not going to tell you a thing if you’re going i 
act that way,” Laurie complained. 

“Okay, I’m sorry,” Lou said. 

“I didn’t find anything,” Laurie admitted. “Ti 
body I went to see was no longer on view. The fami 
had cut it off at six P.M.” 

The elevator opened. While Laurie struggled with h 
locks, Lou curtsied for Debra Engler, whose do( 
opened against its chain as usual. 

“But the director acted a little suspicious,” Lam- 
said. “At least I think he did.” 

“How so?” Lou asked as they entered Laurie’s apar 
ment. Tom came running out of the bedroom to pu 
and rub against Laurie’s leg. 

Laurie put her briefcase on the small half-mooi 
shaped hall console table in order to bend down l 
scratch Tom vigorously behind his ear. 

“He was perspiring while I was talking with him, 
Laurie said. 

Lou paused with his coat half off. “Is that all?” t 
asked. “The man was perspiring?” 

“Yes, that’s it,” Laurie said. She knew what Lou w: 
thinking; it was tvritten all over his face. 

“Did he start perspiring after you asked him difficu 
and incriminating questions about Franconi’s body? 
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forth bcwccn his legs. “One more run. We’ll let you 
win this time.” 

“Yeah, sure'.” Jack called back. “You never let nobody 
win nothing.” Jack made it a point to adapt his syntax 
for the cmironmcnt. “I’m out’a here.” 

Warren sauntered over and hooked one of his fingers 
through the fence and leaned against it. “What’s up with 
your shortic?” he asked. “Natalie’s been driving me up 
the wall asking questions about her since we haven’t seen 
nothing of you guys, you know what I’m saying?” 

Jack looked at Warren’s sculpted face. To add insult 
to injury', as far as Jack wus concerned, Warren wasn’t 
c\'cn perspiring, nor was he breathing particularly heavily. 
And to make matters worse, he’d been playing before 
Jack had arrived. The only evidence of exertion was 
a tiny triangle of sweat down the front of his cut-ofF 
sweatshirt. 

“Reassure Natalie that Laurie’s fine,” Jack said. “She 
and I were just taking a little vacation firom each other. 

It was mostly my fault. I just wanted to cool things down 
a bit.” 

“I hear you,” Warren said. 

“I was with her last night,” Jack added. “And things 
, arc looking up. She w'as asking me about you and 
Natalie, so you weren’t alone.” 

llarrcn nodded. “You sure you’re finished or do you 
want to run one more?” 

“I’m finished,” Jack said. 

Take care, man,” Warren said as he pushed off the 

fence. Tiicn he yelled out to the others: “Let’s run, you 
had asses.” ^ 

Jack shook his head in dismay as he watched Warren 
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Laurie straightened up. “No, I requested it. I v 
going to use the tape to corroborate the findings wh 
I did the autopsy. I thou^t it could make an interesti 
paper to show how reliable forensics can be.” 

“Mind if I look at it?” Lou asked. 

“Of course not,” Laurie said. “Didn’t you sec it 
TV?” 

“Along tvith everyone else,” Lou said. “But it wot 
still be interesting to see the tape.” 

“I’m surprised you don’t have a copy at police hea 
quarters,” Laurie said. 

“Hey, maybe we do,” Lou said. “I just haven’t se 
it.” 


“Man, this ain’t your night,” Warren teased Jack. “Y 
must be getting too old.” 

Jack had decided when he’d gotten to the playgrou 
late and had had to wait to get into the game, that 
was going to win no matter whom he ^vas teamed i 
with. But it didn’t happen. In fact, Jack lost every gar 
he played in because Warren and Spit had gotten on t 
same team and neither could miss. Their team had wi 
every game including the last, which had just be 
capped oflf vrith a sweet “give and go” that gave Spit 
easy final lay-up. 

Jack walked over to the sidelines on rubbery lej 
He’d played his heart out and was perspiring profuse 
He pulled a towel firom where he’d jammed it into t 
chain-link fence and wiped Ws face. He could feel 1 
heart pounding in his chest. 

“Come on, man!” Warren teased from the edge 
the court, where he was dribbling a basketball back aj 
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explained betsveen breaths. He xviped his face to keep 
his perspiration from dripping on the floor, 

“That means you haven’t eaten yet,” Laune said. 

“You got that right,” Jack said. 

“Lou is over here, and we were going to have salad 
and spaghetti,” Laurie said. “Why don’t you join us>’’ 

“I wouldn’t want to break up the party,” Jack said 
joldngly. At the same time he felt a mild stab of Jealousy. 
He knew about Laurie’s and Lou’s brief romantic 
involvement and half wondered if the two friends were 
starting something up. 

Jack knew he had no right to such feelings, con- 
sidering the ambivalence he had about becoming 
involved v.ith any woman. After the loss of his fainily, 
he’d been unsure if he ever wanted to make himself 
soilncrablc to such pain again. At the same time, he’d 
come to admit both his loneliness and how much he 


enjoyed Laurie’s company. 

“You won’t be breaking up any party,” Laurie assured 
him. “It’s going to be a very, very casual dinner. But we 


have somctlung we want to show you. Something that 
is going to surprise you and maybe even make you want 
to give yourself a boot in the rear end. As you can 
probably tell, wc’rc pretty' excited.” 

“Oh?” Jack questioned. His mouth had gone dry. 
Hearing Lou laughing in the background, and putting 
uvo and t\vo together. Jack knew what they wanted to 
show him; it had to be a ring! Lou must have proposed! 

Arc you coming?” Laurie asked. 


It s kind of late,” Jack said. “IVc got to shower.” 
Hey, you old sawbones,” Lou said. He’d snatche 
tl^c phone from Laurie. “Get your ass over here. Lauri 
and I arc d\nng to share this with vou ” 
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amble away. He was envious of the man’s stami 
Warren truly wasn’t tired. 

Jack pulled on his sweatshirt and started for hor 
He’d not won a single game, and although during i 
play the inability to win had seemed overwhelmin 
frustrating, now it didn’t matter. The exercise 1: 
cleared his mind, and for the hour and a half he’d play 
he hadn’t thought about work. 

But Jack wasn’t even ail the way across 106th Ste 
when the tantalizing mystery of his floater began troi 
ling him again. As he climbed his refuse-strewn stai 
he wondered if there was a chance that Ted had mad 
mistake with the DNA analysis. As far as Jack was cc 
cerned the victim had had a transplant. 

Jack was rounding the third-floor landing when 
heard the telltale sound of his phone. He knew it v 
his because Denise, the single mother of two who liv 
on his floor, didn’t have a phone. 

With some effort. Jack encouraged his tired quad 
ceps to propel him up the final flight. Clumsily, 
fumbled wth his keys at his door. The moment he g 
it open, he heard his answering machine pick up witl 
voice that Jack refused to believe was his own. 

He got to the phone and snatched it up, cutti 
himself off in mid-sentence. 

“Hello,” he gasped. After an hour and a half of ft 
court, all-out basketball, the dash up the final flight 
stairs had put him close to collapse. 

“Don’t tell me you’re just coming in from yo 
basketball,” Laurie said. “It’s going on nine o’cloc 
That’s way ofl^ your schedule.” 

“I didn’t get home until after seven-thirty,” Ja 
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?U)-mond was loath to explain about Cmdy Carson, to 

fact, he’d been tryinB to avoid even thtnfang about th 

^ “tVhy are you still worried about Franconil^^ Darlene 
asked. “That problem has been taken care of,” 

“Listen,” Raymond said, trying to be patient, “maybe 
it would be best if you go watch some TV and let me 
suffer in peace.” 

"How about some toast or a little cereal?” Darlene 
asked. 

“Leave me alonel” Raymond shouted. He’d sat up 
suddenly and was clutching his ice pack in his hand. His 
eyes were bul^ng and his face was flushed. 

“Okay, I can tell when I’m not wanted,” Darlene 
pouted. As she was leaving the room, the phone rang. 
She looked back at Raymond. “Want me to get it?” she 
asked, 

Rajinond nodded and told her to take the call in the 
study. He also s^d that if the call was for him, she should 
be vague about where he was, since he wasn’t up to 
taliung with anyone. 

Darlene reversed her direction and disappeared into 
the study. Ra\Tnond breathed a sigh of relief and put the 
' ICC pack back on his head. Lying back, he tried to relax. 
He was just getting comfortable when Darlene returned. 

“It’s tlic intercom, not the phone,” she said. “There’s 
a man downstairs who wants to see you. His name is 

important. I told him 
that J d see if you w-ere here, mat do you want me to 

^mond sat back up with a new jolt of anxiety. For 
» he couldn’t place Ac name, but he 
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“Okay” Jack said with resignation. “I’ll jump in 
shower and be there in forty minutes.” 

“See ya, dude,” Lou said. 

Jack hung up the phone. “Dude?” he mumbled. X 
didn’t sound like Lou. Jack mused that the detect 
must be on cloud nine. 


“I wish I knew what I could do to cheer you uj 
Darlene said. She’d made the effort to put on a slir 
silk teddy from \^ctoria’s Secret, but Raymond had 
even noticed. 

Raymond was stretched out on the sofa with an 
pack on his head and his eyes closed. 

“Are you sure you don’t want anything to cal 
Darlene asked. She was a tail woman over five feet t( 
with bleached blond hair and a curvaceous body. S 
was twenty-six years old, and as she and Raymond jok< 
halfway to his fifty-two. She’d been a feshion mo( 
before Raymond had met her in a cosy East Side I 
called the Auction House. 

Raymond slowly took his ice pack off and glared 
Darlene. Her bubbly vivaciousness was only an irritatic 

“My stomach is in a knot,” he said deliberately. “I 
not hungry. Is that so difficult to understand?” 

“Well, I don’t know why you are so upset,” Darlc 
persisted. “You just got a call from the doctor in L 
Angeles, and she’s decided to come on board. Tf 
means we’ll soon have some mowe stars as clients, 
think we should celebrate.” 

Raymond replaced the ice pack and closed his cyt 
“The problems haven’t been about the business sic 
That’s all been going like clockwork. It’s these unc 
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Raymond went to the haU closet and got Ms coat. 

Darlene was amazed. “You’re going out? 

“It appears that I don’t have a lot of choice,” 
Raymond said. “I suppose I should be happy they’re not 
demanding to come inside.” 

As Raymond descended in the elevator, he tried to 
calm himself, but it was difficult since Ms headache had 
only gotten worse. TMs unexpected, unwanted visit was 
just the kind of turn that was making Ms life miserable. 

He had no idea what these people wanted to show him, 
although he guessed it had something to do widi how 
they were going to deal with Cindy Carlson. 

“Good evening, Doc,” Franco said as Baymond 
appeared. “Sorry to trouble you.” 

“Let’s just make tMs short,” Raymond said, sounding 
more confident than he felt. 

“It will be short and sweet, trust me,” Franco said. 

“If you don’t mind.” He pointed up the street where 
the Ford sedan had been pulled to the curb next to a 
fire hydrant. Angelo was half-sitting, half-leaning against 
the trunk, smoking a cigarette. 

Raymond followed Franco to the car. Angelo 
responded by straightening up and stepping to the side. 

N “Wc just want you to take a quick look in the trunk,” 
Franco said. He reached the car and keyed the luggage 
compartment. “Come right over here so you can see. 
The light’s not so good.” 

Raymond stepped between the Ford and the car 
behind it, literally inches away from the trunk’s Hd as 
Franco raised it. 

In the next second, Raymond thought his heart 
stopped. TIk instant he glimpsed the 7^ 
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like the soxmd of it. Then it hit him. It was one ofVinnie 
Dominick’s men who’d accompanied the mobster to the 
apartment the previous morning. 

“Well?” Darlene questioned. 

Raymond swallowed loudly. “I’ll talk to him.” 
Raymond reached behind the couch and picked up the 
telephone extension. He tried to sound authoritative 
when he said hello. 

“Howdy, Doc,” Franco said. “I was going to be 
disappointed if you hadn’t been at home.” 

“I’m about to go to bed,” Raymond said. “It’s rather 
late for you to be calling.” 

“My apologies for the hour,” Franco said. “But 
Angelo Facciolo and I have something we’d like to show 
you.” 

“Why don’t we do this tomorrow?” Raymond said. 
“Say between nine and ten.” 

“It can’t wait,” Franco said. “Come on. Doc! Don’t 
give us a hard time. It’s Vinnie Dominick’s express 
wish that you become intimately acquainted with our 
services.” 

Raymond struggled to come up tvith an excuse to 
avoid going downstairs. But ^ven his headache, nothing 
came to mind. 

“Two minutes,” Franco said. “That’s all I’m asking.” 

“I’m awfully tired,” Raymond said. “Fm afraid . . .” 

“Hold on. Doc,” Franco said. “Listen, I have to insist 
you come down here or you’re going to be very sorry. 
I hope I’m making myself clear.” 

“All right,” Raymond said, recognizing the inevitable. 
He was not naive enough to believe that Vinnie Domi- 
nick and his people made idle threats. “I’ll be right 
down.” 
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up onto the sidewalk. He watched until the Ford had 
gone to the corner and disappeared. 

“Good Lord!” Raymond murmured. He turned and 
headed back to his door on unsteady legs. Every time 
he solved one problem another emerged. 


The shower had revived Jack. Since Laurie had not 
included any injunction about riding his bike this time, 

Jack decided to ride. He cruised south at a good clip. 
Given the bad experiences he’d had in the park the 
prerious year, he stayed on Central Park West all the way 
to Columbus Circle. 

From Columbus Circle, Jack shot across Fifty-ninth 
Street to Park Avenue. At that time of the evening, Park 
Avenue was a dream, and he took it all the way to 
Laurie’s street. He secured his bike with his collection 
of locks and went to Laurie’s door. Before ringing her 
bell, he took a moment to compose himself, determining 
how best to act and what to say. 

Laurie met him at the door, rvith a tvide grin on her 
face. Before he could even say a word, she threw her free 
arm around Iris neck to give him a hug. In her other 
hand, she was balancing a glass of wine. 

' “Uh-oh,” she said, stepping back. She eyed the wild 
state of his close-cropped hair. “I forgot about the bike 
issue. Don’t tell me you rode down here.” 
lack shrugged guiltily. 

“Well, at least you made it,” Laurie said. She 
unripped his leather jacket and peeled it off his back. 

lack could see Lou sitting on the sofa, svith a grin 
that rivaled the Cheshire Cat’s. 

Laurie took jack’s arm and pulled him into the living 
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Cindy Carlson’s dead body crammed into the trunk, 
there was a flash of light. 

Raymond staggered back. He felt sick wth the image 
of the obese girl’s porcelain face imprinted in his brain 
and dizzy from the flash of light which he quickly 
realized was from a Polaroid camera. 

Franco closed the trunk and wiped his hands. “How’d 
the picture come out?” he asked Angelo. 

“Gotta wait a minute,” Angelo said. He was holding 
the edges of the photo as it was developing. 

“Just a second longer,” Franco said to Raymond. 

Raymond involuntarily moaned under his breath, 
while his eyes scanned the immediate area. He was terri- 
fied anybody else had seen the corpse. 

“Looks good,” Angelo said. He handed the picture 
to Franco who agreed. 

Franco reached out with the photo so Raymond could 
see it. 

“I’d say that’s your best side,” Franco said. 

Raymond swallowed. The picture accurately depicted 
his shocked terror as well as the awful image of the dead 
girl. 

Franco pocketed the picture “There, that’s it, Doc,” 
he said. “I told you we wouldn’t need a lot of your 
time.” 

“Why did you do this?” Raymond croaked. 

“It was Vinnic’s idea,” Franco said. “He thought it 
best to have a record of the favor he’d done for you just 
in case.” 

“In case of what?” Raymond asked. 

Franco spread his hands. “In case of whatever.” 

Franco and Angelo got into the car. Raymond stepped 



chromosome 6 


2A1 


“What is going on hercr’ Jack que^oned. “Hov.' 
much vdnc have you two been drinking? 

“Do you recognize what you’ve just seen? Uune 

asked. , r u -a 

“I’d say it was somebody getting shot,” Jack said. 

“It’s Carlo Franconi Laurie said. “After watching 
it, docs it remind you of anytiung?” 

“Sort of reminds me of those old tapes of Harvei» 

Oswald getting shot,” Jack said. 

“Show it to him again,” Lou suggested. 

Jack w’atchcd the sequence for the second time. He 
dirided his attention between the screen and watclung 
Laurie and Lou. They w'erc captivated. 

After the second run-through, I^urie again turned to 
Jack and said: “Well?” 

Jack shrugged. “1 don’t know what you want me to 
say.” 

“Let me run certain sections in slow motion,” Laurie 
said. She used the remote to isolate the sequence to 
where Franconi was about to climb into the limn. She 
ran it in slow motion, and then stopped it exactly at the 
moment he tvas shot. She walked up to the screen, and 
pointed at the base of the man’s neck. “There’s the enev 
point,” she said. 

Using the remote again, she advanced to the ccmsnr 
of the next impact when the victim was r- dn 
right. 

“Well, I’ll be damned!” Jack remarked wi± arn~'- 
ment. “My floater might be Carlo Francccfr" 

Laurie spun around from frdns th' ~r 
were blazing. “Exactly!” she said 
’^nsly, wc haven’t proved it yet bn ^ 
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room. “Do you want the surprise first or do you want 
to cat first?” she asked. 

“Let’s have the surprise,” Jack said. 

“Good,” Lou said. He bounded off the couch and 
went to the TV. 

Laurie guided Jack to the spot Lou had just vacated, 
“Do you want a glass of wine?” 

Jack nodded. He was confused. He hadn’t seen any 
ring, and Lou was intently studying the VCR remote. 
Laiuie disappeared into the kitchen but was soon back 
with Jack’s -wine. 

“I don’t know how to do this,” Lou complained. “At 
home, my daughter runs the VCR” 

Laurie took the remote, then told Lou that he had 
to turn on the TV first. 

Jack took a sip of the wne. It wasn’t much better 
than what he’d brought the previous night. 

Laurie and Lou joined Jack on the couch. Jack looked 
from one to the other, but they were ignoring him. They 
were intently watching the TV screen. 

“What’s this surprise?” Jack asked. 

“Just watch,” Laurie said, pointing toward the elec- 
tronic snow on the TV. 

More confused than ever. Jack looked at the screen. 
All of a sudden, there was the CNN logo followed by 
the image of a moderately obese man coming out of a 
Manhattan restaurant Jack recognized as Positano. The 
man was surrounded by a group of people. 

“Should I put on the sound?” Laurie asked. 

“Nah, it’s not necessary,” Lou said. 

Jack watched the sequence. Wlien it was over he 
looked at Laurie and Lou. Both had huge smiles. 
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“I suppose I w.\s thrown ofiTor the snnic rcjson'.." 
Jack snid. “And tlicn, when 1 rcali 7 cd t)ic shotium 
wound was postmortem, I was already engrossed in the 
issue about the liver. By the way, I.ou, did hranconi h.r.-c 
a liver transplant?” 

“Not that I know of,” Urn said. “Hc*d been sick for 
a number of years, but I never knew the diagnosis. I 
hadn’t Jicard anything about a liver transpbrir.” 

“If he didn’t have a liver transplant, then the floater 
isn’t Franconi,” Jack said. “Even though the DN.'\ lab 
is ha\nng a hard time confirming it, I’m personally con- 
vinced the floater has a donated liver.” 

“What else can you people do to confirm that the 
floater and Franconi arc the same person?” Daii asked, 

“We can request a blood sample front the mother,” 
Ijiiric .said. “Comparing tlte mitochondrial DNA which 
all of us inherit onlv from our mothers, we could tell 
right away if the floater is Franconi. I’m sure the mother 
will be agreeable, since she'd been the one to come to 
identifj' the body initially.” 

“Too bad an X-ray wasn’t taken when I-ranconi omc 
in,” Jack said. “That would have done it.” 

“But there was an X-ray!” Luiric said with c\- 
citement. “I just found out this evening. Mars-in hail 
''taken one.” 

“\Micrc the hell did it go?” J.ack asked. 

“Marsin said that Bingham took it, I-aurie .s.tisi- It 
must be in his office.” 

“Then I suggest we make a little fony to the 
morgue,” Jack said. “I’d like to .settle this issue. 

“Bingham’s office snll be locked, I-mrie SjuI. ^ 

“I thhik tJiis situation calls for some creative .tetnm. 
Jack said. 
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wounds and the paths of the bullets in the floater, Fd 
be willing to bet five dollars.” 

“Whoa!” Jack commented. “Fll take you up on a 
five-dollar wager, but I want to remind you that’s 
a hundred percent higher than any bet you’ve ever made 
in my presence.” 

“Fm that sure,” Laurie said. 

“Laurie is so fast at making associations,” said Lou. 
“She picked up on the similarities right away. She always 
makes me feel stupid.” 

“Get out of here!” Laurie said, giving Lou a friendly 
shove. 

“Is this the surprise you guys wanted to tell me 
about?” Jack asked cautiously. He didn’t want to get his 
hopes up. 

“Yes,” Laurie said. “What’s the matter? Aren’t you 
as excited as we are?” 

Jack laughed wth relief. “Oh, Fm just tickled pink!” 

“I can never tell when you are serious,” Laurie said. 
She detected a certain amount of Jack’s typical sarcasm 
in his reply. 

“It’s the best news I’ve heard in days,” Jack added. 
“Maybe weeks.” 

“All right, let’s not overdo it,” Laurie said. She turned 
off the TV and die VCR. “Enough of the surprise, let’s 
eat.” 

Over dinner the conversation turned to why no one 
even considered diat the floater might be Franconi. 

“For me it was the shotgun wound,” Laurie said. 
“Which I knew Franconi didn’t have. Also I was thrown 
off by die body’s being found way out off Coney Island. 
Now, if it had been fished out of the East River, it might 
have been a different story.” 


uncomfortable, as well as unimpressed, wth Jack’s 
humor. 

“"Phen give me tltc key,” Jack said. He stuck out his 
hand. “That way you won’t be involved.” 

Witli ob\'ious reluctance, Dar>'l removed two keys 
from his key chain and handed tliem to Jack. “One’s for 
the oviter office, and one is for Dr. Bingham s inner 
office .” 

“I'll have them back for you in five minutes,” Jack 
said. 

Daryl didn’t respond. 

“I think die poor guy was intimidated,” Lou com- 
mented as the tlircc rose up to the first floor in the 
elevator. 

“Once Jack is on a mission, look out!” Laurie said. 

“Bureaucracy' irks me,” Jack said. “There’s no excuse 
for the X-ray to be squirreled away in the chiefs office 
in the first place.” 

Jack opened the front office’s outer door and then 
Dr. Bingham’s inner door. He turned on the lights. 

The office was large, with a big desk beneath high 
windows to the left and a large library’ table to the right. 
Teaching paraphernalia, including a blackboard and an 
X-ray \icw box, were at die head of the table. 

“Wicrc should we look?” Laurie asked. 

"I was hoping they’d just be on that view box,” Jack 
s.iid. “Rut I don’t see them. I tell you what, I’ll take the 
desk and the file cabinet, you look around the view/ box.” 

“Fine,” Laurie said. 

“What do you want me to do?” Lou asked. 

“You just stand there and malcc sure v/c don’t steal 
anything,” Jack scoffed. 

Jack pulled out several of the file di-awcrs, but dosed 
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“Amen,” Lou said. “This might be that break I 
been hoping for.” 

As soon as they had finished eating and cleaning 
the kitchen, which Jack and Lou had insisted 
doing, the three took a cab down to the morgue. Tf 
entered through the receiving dock and went direc 
into the mortuary office. 

“My God!” Marvin commented when he saw be 
Jack and Laurie. It was rare for two medical examin 
to show up at the same time during the evening. “L 
there been a natural disaster?” 

“Where are the janitors?” Jack asked. 

“In the pit last time I looked,” Marvin ask( 
“Seriously, what’s up?” 

“An identity crisis,” Jack quipped. 

Jack led the others to the autopsy room and crack 
the door. Marvin had been right. Both janitors wc 
busy mopping the expansive terrazzo floor. 

“I assume you guys have keys to the chiePs office 
Jack said. 

“Yeah, sure,” Daryl Foster said. Daryl had be 
working for the medical examiner’s office for almc 
thirty years. His partner, Jim O’Donnel, was a relativ< 
new employee. 

“We’ve got to get in there,” Jack said. “Would y< 
mind opening it?” 

Daryl hesitated. “The chiePs kind’a sensitive abo 
people being in his office,” he said. 

“I’ll take responsibility,” Jack said. “This is an erne 
gcncy. Besides wc have Lieutenant Detective Soldai 
svith us from the police department, who will keep o 
thievery to a minimum.” 

“I don’t know,” Daryl said. He was obvious 
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“And ril be able to figure out what tlic iicii’s goin 
on concerning this guy's liver.” Jack said. 

“And maybe I'll go on a .shopping spree with m 
money,” I-auric said, giving the fivc-dolkar hill a kis' 
“But not until I figure out the how .uid the why thi 
body left here in the first place.” 


Unable to sleep despite liaving taken two sleeping pilh 
Raymond slipped out of bed .so ns not to disttirh Darlene 
Not that he was terribly worried. Darlene ss-as such . 
.sound sleeper that the ceiling could fall in without he 
so much .as nioving. 

Raymond padded into the kitchen and turned on th< 
light. He wasn't hungrs' but he thought that perhaps ; 
little warm milk might help to settle his roiling stomacli 
Hver since the shock of having been forced to view the 
terrible sight in the trunk of the I-'rtrd, he'd been suf 
feting with heartburn. He’d tried Maalox, Pepcid AC 
and finally Pepto-Bismok Nothing had helped. 

lUymond was not handy in the kitchen, mainh 
because he slidn't Juiovv where anything vs-as located 
Consequently, it took liim some time to heat the mill 
and find an appropriate gl.vss. When it was ready, he 
carried it into liis .study and sat at his desk. 

After t.nking a few sips, he noticed that it was thrcc' 
fifteen in the morning. Despite the fu77incss in b.is brain 
fnim the sleeping pills, he vs-as able to figure out that ai 
the Zone it was after nine, a grKid time to cal! .Sicgfricii 
Spallek. 

The connection was almost instantaneous. At tb.at 
hour, phone traffic with North .^me.oca ssas at a 
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them quickly. The Ml-body X-rays that were taken b) 
the morgue came in large folders. It wasn t something 
easily hidden 

■' Ihis looks promising,” Laurie called out. She’e 
found a stash of X-rays in the cabinet directly under the 
vic« bo.c Lifting the folders out onto the library table 
she scanned the names. She found Franconi’s and puUec 
them tree of the others. 

Returning to the basement level, Jack got the X-ray; 
of the floater and took both folders back to the autops) 
room. He gave Bingham’s office keys to Daryl anc 
thanked him. Daryl merely nodded, 

"Okay, everybody!” Jack said walking over to tht 
view box, “The critical moment has arrived.” First h< 
slipped up Franconi’s X-rays and then the headles; 
floater’s. 

“VVliat do you know,” Jack said after only a second’; 
inspection. “I owe Laurie five dollars!” 

Diurie gave a cry of triumph, as Jack gave her the 
money Lou scratched his head and leaned closer tc 
the light box to stare at the films. “How can you guy; 
tell so quickly?” he asked. 

Jack pointed out the lumpy shadows of the bullet; 
almost obscured by the mass of shotgun pellets in tht 
floater s X-rays and showed how they corresponded tc 
the bullets on the Franconi films. Then he pointer 
to identical healed claxacular fractures that appeared or 
the X-rays of the two bodies. 

This is great,” Lou said, rubbing his hands togethci 
with enthusiasm that almost matched Laurie’s. “Nov 
that we have a corpus delicti, we might be able to make 
some hcadvsay in diis case.” 


“And I’ll be able to figure out what the hell’s going 
on concerning this guy’s liver,” Jack said. 

“And maybe I’ll go on a shopping spree with my 
money,” 1-aurie .said, gising the five-dollar bill a kiss. 
“But not until I figure out the how and the why this 
body left here in the first place.” 


Unable to .sleep de.spitc basing taken tsso sleeping pills. 
Raymond slipped out of bed so as not to disturb Darlene. 
Not that he was terribly worried. Darlene was such a 
sound sleeper that the ceiling could fall in ssithout her 
so much as moving. 

Raymond padded into the kitchen and turned on the 
light. He wasn’t hungry but he thought that perhaps a 
little warm milk might help to settle his roiling stomach. 
Kver since the shock of having been forced to view the 
terrible sight in the trunk of the Ford, hcM been suf- 
fering with heartburn. He’d tried Maalox, Pepcid .-XC. 
and finally Pcpto-Bismol. Nothing had helped. 

Raymond was not handy in the kitchen, mainly 
because he slidn’t know where anything was located. 
Consequently, it took him some tune to heat the milk 
and find an appropriate glass. When it was ready, he 
carried it into his study and .sat at his desk. 

After taking a few .sips, he noticed that it was ilirec- 
fifteen in the morning. Despite the fu/.7.ine.ss in his b.'-ain 
from the .sleeping pills, he vv-as able to figure out that a: 
the Zone it was after nine, a good time to call Sirg*nr.f 
Spallek. 

'Die connection w.ts almost instantaneous. 
hour, phone trafiic with North .America ‘ - 
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them quickly. The full-body X-rays that were take 
the morgue came in large folders. It wasn’t some! 
easily hidden. 

“This looks promising,” Laurie called out. S 
found a stash of X-rays in the cabinet directly imde 
view box. Lifting the folders out onto the library t 
she scanned the names. She found Franconi’s and p 
them free of the others. 

Returning to the basement level, Jack got the X 
of the floater and took both folders back to the aut 
room. He gave Bingham’s office keys to Daryl 
thanked him. Daryl merely nodded. 

“Okay, everybody!” Jack said walking over tc 
view box. “The critical moment has arrived.” Frn 
slipped up Franconi’s X-rays and then the hea 
floater’s. 

“What do you know,” Jack said after only a secc 
inspection. “I owe Laurie five dollars!” 

Laurie gave a cry of triumph, as Jack gave hei 
money. Lou scratched his head and leaned close 
tlie light box to stare at the films. “How can you 
tell so quickly?” he asked. 

Jack pointed out the lumpy shadows of the bi 
almost obscured by the mass of shotgun pellets ir 
floater’s X-rays and showed how they corresponde 
the bullets on the Franconi films. Then he poi 
to identical healed clavicular fi^cturcs that appcarcc 
the X-rays of the two bodies. 

“This is great,” Lou said, rubbing his hands togc 
with enthusiasm that almost matched Laurie’s. “1 
drat we have a corpus delicti, we might be able to n 
some headway in this case.” 
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minimum. Aurielo answered promptly and put Raymc 
through to the director. 

“You are up early,” Siegfried commented. “I i 
going to call you in four or five hours.” 

“I couldn’t sleep,” Raymond said. “What’s going 
over there? What’s the problem with Kevin Marshall: 

“I believe the problem is over,” Siegfiied said. Sii 
fned summarized what had happened and gave credit 
Bertram Edwards for alerting him about Kevin so tl 
he could be followed. He said that Kevin and his frier 
had been given such a scare that they wouldn’t dare 
near the island again. 

“What do you mean ‘friends’?” Raymond asb 
“Kevin has always been such a loner.” 

“He was with the reproductive technologist and o 
of the surgical nurses,” Siegfried said. “Frankly, cv 
that surprised us since he’s always been such a schlemi 
or what do you Americans call such a socially inc 
person?” 

“A nerd,” Raymond said. 

“That’s it,” Siegfried said. 

“And presumably the stimulus for this attempted vi 
to the island was the smoke that’s been bothering him 

“That’s what Bertram Edwards says,” Siegfried sai 
“And Bertram had a good idea. We’re going to t> 
Kc\in that we’ve had a work crew out there building 
bridge over the stream that divides the island in two.’ 

“But you haven’t,” Raymond said. 

“Of course not,” Siegfried said. “The last work ere 
we had out there was when we built the landing for tl 
extension bridge to the mainland. Of course, Bertraj 
had some people there when he moved those hundre 
cages out there.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


March 6, 1997, 12:00 Noon 
Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

Kc\-in was totally unaware of the time when a knock 
interrupted the intense concentration he'd been 
directing toward his computer screen for several hours. 
He opened his laboratory door and was promptly 
greeted by Melanie as she swooped into the room. She 
was carrying a large paper bag. 

“\\lKrc arc your techs?” she asked. 

“I gave them the day off” Kes-in said, “’rhcrc was 
no way I ss*as going to get any work df)nc tod.ay so I 
told them to enjoy the sun. It's been a long rainy season, 
and it will be back before we knosv it." 

“Where’s Candace?” Melanie asked. She put down 
her parcel on the lab bench. 

“I don’t know,” Kesin said. “1 haven’t seen or talked 
with her since wx dropped her <tff at the hospital this 
morning.” 

It had been a long night. After h.a\ing hidden in the 
pathologs- cooler for over an hour, .Mckanie b.ad talked 
both Kc\in and Candace into sneaking up to the on-cal! 
room Melanie had at the anim.al center, lltc three had 
st.aycd there getting very little sleep, until the carh ■ 
morning .shift clunge. Blending in with all the c- ' " 'C'-*- 
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your feeling about smoke coming out of the island 
assuming that Kevin is right about it?” 

“Me?” Siegfried questioned. “I couldn’t care les 
what those animals do out there. As long as they sta; 
there and stay healthy. Does it bother you?” 

“Not in the slightest,” Raymond said. 

“Maybe we should send over a bunch of soccer balls,’ 
Siegfried said. “That might keep them entertained.” H' 
laughed heartily. 

“I hardly think this is a laughing matter,” Raymom 
said irritably. Raymond was not fond of Siegfried 
although he appreciated his disciplined managerial style 
Raymond could picture the director at his desk, sur 
rounded by his stuffed menagerie and those skull 
dotting his desk, 

“When arc you coming for the patient?” Sicgfrict 
asked. “I’ve been told he’s doing fantastically well ant 
ready to go.” 

“So I’ve heard,” Raymond said. “I put in a call t( 
Cambridge, and as soon as the GenSys plane is available 
m be over. It should be in a day or so.” 

“Let me know,” Siegfried said. “I’ll have a car waitinj 
for you in Bata.” 

Raymond replaced the receiver and breathed a smal 
sigh of relief He was glad he’d called Africa, since par 
of his current anxiety had stemmed from Siegfried’s dis 
turbing message about tlierc being a problem witl 
KcN-in. It was good to know tlic crisis had been taker 
care of In fta, Raymond thought that if he could jus 
get the image of that snapshot of him hovering ovc 
Cindy Carlson’s body out of his mind, he’d feel almos 
like himself again. 
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fled. Going out there right .iw.i.y unli c.itch them olT- 
guard.” 

“I don’t think I’m up for this,” Kevin said. 

‘‘Oil really?” Mckmic quc,';tioncd superciliously. 
‘‘Hey, you're the one who’s brought up this worry about 
what we’ve created. And now I’m really worried. I r.,iw 
some more circumstantial cridcncc this morning.” 

‘‘like svhat?” Kerin asked. 

‘‘I went into the bonobo enclosure out at the anim.’! 
center,” Melanie said. ‘‘I made .sure no one saw me go 
in, so don't get yourself all worked up. It ttxik me over 
an hour, but I managed to find a mother ss-ith one of 
our infants.” 

‘‘And?” Kevin que.stioncd. He w.i<n’t sure he wanted 
to hear the rest. 

‘‘nic infant walked around on its hindlegs — just like 
you and 1 — the whole time 1 was able to observe,” 
Melanie .s.aid. Her dark eyes flashed with emotion akin 
to anger. ‘‘Beharior we used to call cute is definitely 
bipedal.” 

Kevin nodded and looked away. He found Melanie's 
intensits' unnennng, and her conversation was under- 
lining all his own fears. 

‘‘We h.ave to find out for sure what the status is of 
these creatures,'’ Melanie said. “And we c.in do that 
only by going out there.” 

Kerin nodded. 

“So, I made some sandunches,” Melanie said, 
pointing toward the paper bag she’d brought in sviti' 
her. “We’ll call it a picnic.” 

“I came across something disturbing this morr.:^> - 
well,” Kerin .s.ud. “Let me show you.” He graK’v.' ■ 
stool and pushed it over to his computer tcxan" 
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coming and going, the group had made it back to Cogo 
without incident. 

“Do you know how to get in touch with her?” 
Melanie asked. 

“I guess just call the hospital and have her paged,” 
Kevin suggested. “Unless she’s in her room in the Iim, 
which is what I’d guess since Horace Winchester is doing 
so well.” The Inn was the name given to the temporary 
quarters for transient hospital personnel. It was physically 
part of the hospital/laboratory complex. 

“Good point!” Melanie said. She picked up the phone 
and had the operator put her through to Candace’s 
room. Candace answered on the third ring. It was 
apparent she’d been asleep, 

“Kevin and I arc going to the island,” Melanie said 
without preamble. “You want to come or hang in here?” 

“What arc you talking about?” Kevin asked nervously. 

Melanie motioned for him to be quiet. 

“When?” Candace asked. 

“As soon as you get over here,” Melanie said. “We’re 
in Kevin’s lab.” 

“It will take me a good half-hour,” Candace said. 
“I’ve got to shower.” 

“We’ll be waiting,” Melanie said. She hung up the 
phone. 

“Melanie, arc you crazy?” Kevin said. “We’ve got to 
let some time go by before we hazard another try at the 
island.” 

“This ^rl doesn’t think so,” Melanie said, giving 
herself a poke in the chest. “The sooner we go, the 
better. If Bertram finds out a key is missing, he could 
change tlic lock, and we’ll be back to square one. 
Besides, like I said last night, they expect us to be terri- 
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“You think he’s sleeping?” 

“In the middle of the morning?” Kesin asked. “And 
witli such a scale, csxn turning over in his sleep should 
result in some movement. The .ss-stem is that sensitive.” 

“If he’s not sleeping, what is he doing?" Melanie 
asked. 

Kc\in shrugged. “1 don’t biow. Mayhc he ftniml a 
w.ay to remove his computer chip." 

“I never thought of that,” Melanie .said, “'njat's a 
scary idea.” 

“llic only other thing I could think of is the Iwnoho 
died,” Kenn said. 

“I suppo.se that’s a possibility,” Melanie said. “Rtit I 
don’t think it is very probable. Tltosc are young, extra- 
ordin.arily healthy animals. Wc’sx made sure of that. And 
they arc in an ensironment ssathout natural enemies and 
have more than enough foo<i.” 

Kesan sighed. “Whatever it is, it is disturbing, and 
when we go out there, I think we should check it out.’* 

“I wonder if Bertram knows about this?” Melanie 
.asked. “It doesn’t bode well for the program in general.” 

“I suppose I should tel! him,” Kevin .s.iid. 

“I^ct’s wait until we make our sisit,” Melanie said. 

“Obsiously,” Kevin said. 

“Did you come across anything else ssith tiiis rc.x!- 
time program?” 

“Yup,” Kevin said. “I pretty much confirmed my 
earlier suspicion they arc using the eaves. \VatcI)!” 

Kevin changed the coordinates of the displayed grid 
on the comptttcr screen to correspond to a sj^ccific 
portion of the limestone c.sc.Tirpment. He then .asked the 
computer to trace the aciisiiy td'his own double, creanire 
number one. 
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motioned for Melanie to sit dotvn, while he took hi 
own chair. His fingers played over the keyboard. Sooi 
the screen displayed the computer graphic of Isl 
Francesca. 

“I programmed the computer to follow all seventy 
three bonobos on the island for several hours of real 
time acti\dty,” Kevin explained. “Then I had the dat; 
condensed so I could watch it in fast-forward. Loo! 
what resulted.” 

Kevin clicked his mouse to start the sequence. Thi 
multitude of litde red dots rapidly traced out weird geo 
metric designs. It only took a few seconds. 

“Looks Uke a bunch of chicken scratches,” Mclanii 
said. 

“Except for these two dots,” Kevin said. He pointcc 
to two pinpoints. 

“They apparendy didn’t move much,” Melanie said, 

“Exaedy,” Kevin said. “Creature number sixty anc 
creature number sixty-seven.” Kevin reached over anc 
picked up the detailed contour map he’d inadvertenti] 
taken fi'om Bertram’s office. “I located creature numbe: 
sixty to a marshy clearing just south of Lago Hippo 
According to the map, there are no trees there.” 

“What’s your explanation?” Melanie asked. 

“Hang on,” Kewn said. “What I did next was reduc< 
die scale of the grid so that it represented a fifiy-by-fifiy 
foot portion of the island right where creature numbei 
sixty was located. Let me show you what happened.” 

Kevin keyed in the information and then clicked tc 
start the sequence again. Once again the red light foi 
creature number sixty was a pinpoint. 

“He didn’t move at all,” Melanie said. 

“I’m afraid not,” Kevin said. 
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“Did he give you any explanation about the smoke 
I’ve seen?” Ke\an asked. 

“Oh, yeah,” Melanie said. “He went on at length 
how he’d just been told tliat Siegfried had a work crew 
out tlierc building a bridge and burning trash. He said 
it was being done witliout his knowledge.” 

“I thought so,” Kevin said. “Siegfried called me over 
just after nine. He gave me the same stor>’. He even told 
me he’d just talked with Dr. Lyons and tliat Dr. Lyons 
was disappointed in us as well.” 

“It’s enough to make you cry,” Melanie said. 

“I don’t think he was telling tlic truth about the work 
crew,” Kevin said. 

“Of course he wasn’t,” Melanie said. “I mean, 
Bertram makes it a point to know evcrjtliing that’s going 
on about Isla Francesca. It makes you wonder if they 
tliink we were born yesterday.” 

Kevin stood up, fidgeted, and stared out his window 
at the distant island. 

“^^^lat’s WTong now'?” Melanie questioned. 

“Siegfried,” Kevin said. He looked back at Melanie. 
“About Iris warning to apply Equatoguinean law to us. 
He reminded us that going to the island could be con- 
sidered a capital offense. Don’t you tliink we should take 
tliat tlireat seriously?” 

“Hell, no!” Melanie said. 

“How can you be so sure,” Kevin said. “Siegfried 
scares me.” 

“He’d scare me, too, if I was an Equatoguincar.." 
Melanie said. “But we’re not. We’re Americans. '^'■7:: a 
we’re here in tlie Zone, good old American law arc ~ 
to us. The worst thing that 
And as I said last night. I’m i 
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Melanie watched as the red dot traced a gee 
shape then disappeared. It then reappeared at the 
ical spot and traced a second shape. Then a 
sequence repeated itself for a third time. 

“I guess I’d have to agree,” Melanie said. “ 
looks like your double is going in and out of tl 
face.” 

“When we go out there, I think we should mi 
point to see our doubles,” Kevin said. “They i 
oldest of the creatures, and if any of the trai 
bonobos arc acting like protohumans, it shoi 
them.” 

Melanie nodded. “The idea of facing my doubl 
me the creeps. But we’re not going to have a lot ( 
out tlicrc. And given the nvclve-square-milc is 
Nvill be extraordinarily difficult for us to find a ; 
creature.” 

“You’re wrong,” Kevin said. “I’ve got the 
ments they use for retrievals.” He got up fire 
computer and went to his desk. When he returr 
carrying the locator and the directional bcac( 
Bertram had given to him. He showed the apparat 
Melanie and explained their use. Melanie was imp 

“Where is that girl?” Melanie asked as she cl 
her watch. “I wanted to get this island visit over 
lunch hour.” 

“Did Siegfried talk to you this morning?” 
asked. 

“No, Bertram did,” Melanie said. “He acted 
mad and said he was disappointed in me. Ca 
imagine? I mean, is that supposed to break me 
what?” 
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“\Vc don’t buy it,” Melanie said. “It’s too con- 
venient.” 

“I sort of assumed as much,” Candace said. 

Melanie grabbed her paper bag. “Let’s get this show 
on the road.” 

“Do you have the kc)'?” Kc\in questioned. He picked 
up the locator and the directional beacon. 

“Of course I have the key,” Melanie said. 

As thej' went out the door Melanie told Candace 
she’d brought some lunch for them. 

“Great!” Candace said. “I’m famished.” 

“Hold on a second,” Kesin said when the\- reached 
the stairs. “Something just dawned on me. We must 
have been followed yesterday. That’s the only way I can 
explain the way they surprised us. Of course, that really 
means I must have been followed, since I was the one 
who talked about the smoke situation with Bertram 
Edwards.” 

“That’s a good point,” Melanie said. 

The three people stared at each other for a moment. 

“^Vhat should we do?” Candace asked. “We don’t 
want to be followed.” 

“The first thing is that we shouldn’t use my car,” 
Kc\in said. “WTicrc’s yours, Melanie? Wth this dr\’ 
^ weather we can manage without four-wheel drive.” 

“Downstairs in the parking lot,” Melanie said. “I just 
drove in from the animal center.” 

“^Vas anybody following your” 

“WHio Imow's?” Melanie said. “I wasn’t watching.” 

“Hmmm,” Kc\in pondered. “I still tliink they’ll be 

down and get in ye 

“Wliat will you i 
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it. Manhattan is sounding a%vfiilly good to me these 
days.” 

“I wsh I felt as confident as you,” Kevin said. 

“Has your playing around wth the computer thh 
morning confirmed that the bonobos are remaining it 
two groups?” 

Kevin nodded, “The first group is the largest and 
stays around the eaves. It includes most of tltc oldci 
bonobos, including your double and mine. The othei 
group is in a forest area on the north side of tlic Ric 
DKiso. It’s composed mostly of younger animals 
although the third oldest is tvith them. That’s Ra)TOonc 
Lyons’s double.” 

“Very curious,” Melanie said. 

“Hi, everybody,” Candace called out while cominj 
through the door, ssithout knocking. “How’d I do time- 
wise? I didn’t even blow-dry my hair.” Instead of hei 
normal French twist, her damp hair was combed bad 
1 straight off her forehead. 

“You did great,” Melanie assured her. “And you wer( 
tlie only smart one to get some sleep. I have to admit 
I’m exhausted.” 

“Did Siegfried Spalick get in touch with you?” Kewr 
asked. 

“At about nine-thirty,” Candace said. “He woke m( 
^ up out of a sound sleep. I hope I made sense.” 

“What did he say?” Kewn asked. 

“He was very nice, actually,” Candace said. “He ever 
apologized for w'hat happened last night. He also hac 
an explanation about the smoke coming from the island 
He said it was from a tvork crew' burning brush.” 

“We got the same message,” Kevin said. 

“VTiat’s your take on it?” Candace asked. 
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Kmn looked out the back w'ndow of Melanie’s 
Honda and watched the area around the power station 
as it fell behind, tlien disappeared as they rounded a 
corner. No people had appeared, and there were no cars 
in pursuit. 

“I’d say it looks good,” Ke\'in said. He scrunched 
down on the backseat to be out of sight. 

Melanie drove around the north rim of the to^^'n. 
While she did so, Candace broke out the sandwiches. 

“Not bad,” Candace said, taking a bite of a tuna fish 
on w’hole wheat. 

“I had them made up at tlic animal-center commis- 
sar)',” Melanie explained. “There are drinks in the 
bottom of the bag.” 

“You want some, Ke%in?” Candace called. 

“I suppose,” Kevin said. He stayed on his side. 
Candace passed him a sandwich and a soft drink between 
tlie front bucket seats. 

They were soon on tiie road that led east out of towm 
tow'ard the native %illagc. From Ke\in’s perspective, all 
he could see was tlie tops of the liana-covered trees that 
lined the road, plus a strip of haz)' blue sky. After so 
many months of cloud cover and rain, it was good to 
see the sun. 

“Anybody following us?” Ke\in asked, after thc)'’d 
driven for some time. 

Melanie glanced in tlie rearview mirror. “I haven't 
seen a car,” she said. Therc’d been no vehicular traEt 
in either direction, although there were plcnt)' of nernr 
women canwing various burdens on their heads. 

After tlicy passed the c^aiking lot in front f 
general store at the native village and entered fr-r 
that led to the island snagtitg area, Ktrvin 
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unspoken the fact that they would now have to walk 
past the spot where they’d been fired upon. 

Melanie completed her three-point turn. “Okay, 
everybody, here we arc,” she said airily, as she pulled on 
the emergency brake. She was trying to buoy cvcry'onc’s 
spirits. They were all tense. 

“I just had an idea which I don’t like,” Ke\in said. 

“Now what?” Melanie asked, looking at him in tlic 
' ' rearview mirror. 

“Maybe I should quietly walk do^\'n to the bridge 
and make sure no one is around,” Kevin said. 

“Like who?” Melanie asked, but the thought of 
unwanted company had occurred to her as well. 

Kevin took a deep breath to bolster his sagging 
courage and climbed out. “Anybody,” he said. “Even 
Alphonse Kimba.” He hiked up his pants and started 
off. 

The track down toward the water was so tliickly 
shrouded wth vegetation, it was even more like a tunnel 
tlian the track in from die road. As soon as Kc\in entered 
it, it twisted to the right. The canopy of trees and sines 
blocked out much of die light. The center strip of veg- 
etation was so tall diat the track ss'as more like t\s'o 


parallel trails. 

Kesin rounded the first bend, then stopped. The 
unmistakable sound of boots running on the damp 
ground combined ssith the jingling of metal against 
metal made his stomach turn. Ahead, die track turned 
to die left. Kesin held his breath. In die next instant, he 
saw a group of Equatoguinean soldiers in dicir camou- 


flage fatigues, rounding the bend and coming in his 
direction. All were carrying Chinese assault rifles. 


Kevin spun on his heels and sp' 


f 
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no longer worried about being seen. Every few minute 
he looked behind to make sure they weren’t being fc 
lowed. Although he didn’t admit it to the women, 1 
was a nervous week. 

"That log we hit last night should be coming u 
soon,” Kevin warned. 

“But we didn’t go over it when they brought us out, 
Melanie said. “They must have moved it.” 

“You’re right,” Kevin said. He was impressed tha 
Melanie remembered. After the machine-gun fire, th 
details of the previous night were murky in Kevin’s mind 

Guessing they were getting close, Kevin movee 
forward so he could sec out the front windshiclc 
between the ovo front scats. Despite the noontime sur 
the ability to sec into the dense jungle lining the road 
was hardly any better than it had been the evening 
before. Little light penetrated the vegetation; it was like 
moving between two walls. 

They drove into the clearing and stopped. The garage 
stood to their left while to the right they could see the 
mouth of the track that led down to the water’s edge 
and the bridge. 

“Should I drive down to the bridge?” Melanie asked. 

Kerin’s nervousness increased. Coming into a dead; 
end bothered him. He debated driving down to the 
water’s edge but guessed there wouldn’t be enough 
room to turn around. That would mean they’d have to 
back out. 

“My suggestion would be to park here,” Kerin said. 
“But let’s turn the car around first.” 

Kerin expected an argument, but Melanie put the car 
in gear without so much as a whimper. They left 
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“I’m going to bed,” Kevin said. He couldn't b 
these women; they seemed fearless. He put a banc 
his heart; it was beating more rapidly than it r.tr 
before. 
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trail like he’d never sprinted before. As he reached t 
clearing, he yelled to Melanie to get the hell out 
there. Reaching the car he threw open the rear door a 
dived in. 

Melanie was trying to start the car. “What happcncc 
she screamed. 

“Soldiers!” Kevin croaked. “A bunch of them!” 

The car engine caught and roared to life. At the sai 
time, the soldiers spilled into the clearing. One of thi 
yelled as Melanie stomped on the accelerator. 

The littie car leaped forward, and Melanie fought t 
wheel. There was a burst of gunfire and the rear wind( 
of the Honda shattered into a million cubic shards. Kei 
flattened himself against the backseat. Candace scream 
as her wndow was blown out as well. 

The track turned left just beyond the clearing. Melai 
managed to keep the car in the tracks and then push 
the car to its limit. After they’d gone seventy yards, th< 
was another distant burst of gunfire. A few stray bull 
whined over the car as Melanie navigated another slig 
turn. 

“Good God!” Kevin said, as he sat up and brush 
the glass from the rear window off his torso. 

“Now I’m really mad,” Melanie said. “That v 
hardly a burst over our heads. Look at that r< 
window!” 

“I think I want to retire,” Kevin said. “I’ve alw: 
been afraid of those soldiers and now I know why.” 

“I guess the key to the bridge is not going to do 
much good,” Candace said. “What a waste after all t 
effort wc went through to get it” 

“It’s damn irritating,” Melanie agreed. “We’re jt 
going to have to come up with an alternate plan.” 
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England, Italy, Sweden, Hungary, and Spain. Ho one 
had heard of Carlo Franconi. On top of that, most of 
tlie people he had spoken with said that it would be rare 
for a foreign nadonal to get such a transplant because 
most of the countries had waiting lists comprised of their 
o\vn citizens. 

After only a ferv’ hours of sleep. Jack’s curiosity had 
awakened him. Unable to get back to sleep, he’d decided 
to get into the morgue early to go over the material that 
Janice had collected. 

“My word, you are eager,” Janice commented as Jack 
came into her office. 

“This is the kind of case that makes forensics fun,” 
Jack said. “How’d you do at the MGH?” 

“I got a lot of material,” Janice said. “Mr. Franconi 
had multiple admissions over the years, mostly for hepa- 
titis and cirrhosis.” 

“Ah, the plot thickens,” Jack said, “When was the 
last admission?” 


“About two months ago,” Janice said. “But no trans- 
plant. There is mention of it, but if he had one, he didn’t 
have it at the MGH.” She handed Jack a large folder. 

Jack hefted the package and smiled. “Guess I got a 
lot of reading to do.” 


“It looked pretty repetitive to me,” Janice said, 
‘mat about his doctor?” Jack asked. “Has he had 
one in particular or has he been playing the field?” 

“One for the most part,” Janice said. “Dr. Daniel 

tatz on F® Arauc benyecn Sixty-fourth and Shtr- 

» Strm. lit offico number fa tvritten on the 
of your parcel.” 


“You are efficient,” Jack said. 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


March 6, 1997, 6:45 A.M. 

New York City 

With a burst of speed, Jack made the green light at the 
intersection of First Avenue and Thirtieth Street and 
sailed across tvithout slowing down. Angling the bike up 
the morgue’s driveway, he didn’t brake until the last 
minute. Moments later, he had the bike locked and was 
on his way to the oflSce of Janice Jaeger, the night for- 
ensic investigator. 

Jack was keyed up. After near-conclusive identification 
of his floater as Carlo Franconi, Jack had gotten little 
sleep. He’d been on and off the phone with Janice, 
finally imploring her to get copies of ail of Franconi’s 
records from the Manhattan General Hospital. Her pre- 
liminary’ investigation had determined that Franconi had 
been hospitalized there. 

Jack had also had Janice get the phone numbers of 
the European human organ distribution organizations 
from Bart Arnold’s desk. Because of the six-hour time 
difference. Jack had started calling after three a.m. He 
w'as most interested in the organization called Euro 
Transplant Foundation in The Netherlands. When they 
had no record of a Carlo Franconi as a recent liver 
recipient. Jack called all the national organizations whose 
numbers he had. They included organizations in France, 
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mention anything about the shotgun wound to its right 

upper quadrant. x • • 

After finishing with the coffee preparation, Vmnie 

came over to stand next to the desk while Jack read. 
Impatiently, he shifted his weight from one foot to the 
other. When Jack finally looked up Vinnie said irritably: 
“Do you mind! I’d like to have my paper.” 

“You see this article?” Jack asked, slapping the firont 


page. 

“Yeah, I seen it,” Vinnie srdd. 

Jack resisted the temptation to correct his English. 
Instead he said; “Did it surprise you? I mean, when we 
did the autopsy yesterday, did it ever cross your nund it 
might have been the missing Franconi?” 

“No, why should it?” Vinnie said. 

“I’m not saying it should,” Jack said. “I’m just asking 
if it did.” 


“No,” Vinnie said. “Let me have my paper! Why 
don’t you buy your own? You’re always reading mine.” 

Jack stood up, pushed Vinnie’s paper toward him, 
and lifted the bundle firom Janice. “You really are out 
of sorts lately. Maybe you need a vacation. You’re fast 
becoming a grumpy old man.” 

“At least Pm not a cheapskate,” Vinnie said. He 
picked up his paper and readjusted the pages that Jack 
had gotten out of alignment. 


Jack went to the coffeemaker and poured himself a 
brimming cup. He took it over to the scheduling desk. 
IVhilc sipping contentedly, he went through the multi- 
tude of Franconi’s hospital admissions. On his first 
perusal of the material, he just wanted the basics so he 
read each discharge summary page. As Janice had already 
told him, the admissions were mostly due to liver 
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I believe it had to have been an inside job in some form 
or fashion.” 

There was a splashing sound followed by loud cursing. 
Both Laurie and Jack looked over at Vinnie, who’d 
jumped up to a standing position. He’d spilled his coffee 
all over his desk and even onto his lap. 

“Watch out for Vinnie,” Jack warned Laurie. “He’s 
again in a foul mood.” 

“Arc you all right, Vinnie?” Laurie called out. 

“I’m okay,” Vinnie said. He walked stiff-legged over 
to the coffeepot to get some paper towels. 

“I’m a little confiised,” Jack said to Laurie. “Why 
docs Franconi’s return make you more interested in his 
disappearance?” 

“Mainly because of what you found during the 
autopsy,” Laurie said. “At jBrst I thought that whoev'er 
stole the body had done it out of pure spite, like the killer 
wanted to deny the man a proper funeral, something like 
that. But now it seems that the body was taken to destroy 
the Iwer. That’s weird. Initially I thought that sohirt: 
the riddle of how the body disappeared was sinrrr a 
challenge. Now I think if I can figure out how ±s fcoc~ 
disappeared, we might be able to find out efid fi" 
“I’m beginning to understand what Lou said arcur 
' feeling stupid about your ability to make assredderu" 
Jack said. “With Franconi’s dis^peararce ' 
thought the Svhy’ was more important tdst: i ' 
You’re suggesting they are related” 

“Exaedy,” Laurie said. “The ‘hew-' 

‘who,’ and the Svho’ will explain the ^ 

“And you think someone _ 

involved,” Jack said. ' - 

“I’m afraid I do,” T^nr;. ^ ^ 
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time to savor the combined tastes, Raymond lifted the 
paper, opened it, and glanced at the headlines. 

He gasped, inadvertently inhaling some of his food. 
He coughed so hard, he bucked the wcker tray off the 
bed. It crashed upside down on the carpet. 

Darlene came running into the room and stood 
wringing her hands, while Raymond went throng series 
of coughing jags that turned him tomato red. 

“Water!” he squeaked between fits. 

Darlene dashed into the bathroom and retnmed with 
a ^ass. Raymond clutched it and managed to drink a 
small amount. The bacon and egg that he’d had hr his 
mouth was now distributed in an arc around the bcd. 

“Are you all right?” Darlene asked. “Should I cad 
911 ?” 

“The tvrong way down,” Raymond croaked. He 
pointed to his Adam’s apple. 

It took Raymond five minutes to recerrer. By 
time, his throat was sore and his voice hoarse, 
had cleaned up most of the mess he’d canr-ed exreur 5rr 
the coffee stain on the white carpet. 

“Did you see the paper?” Raymond D^rhne. 
She shook her head, so Ra>mo!:d suread ir cur *" 
her. 

“Oh, my,” she said. 

“Oh, my!” Raymond repeated sarcardeCu - y-y 
were wondering why I was still wonred arcurHmu'Th'’' 
Raymond forcibly crumpled the paneu 

‘mat are you going to do?” Bad^ ^rhec. 

“I suppose I have to go bacr ard r-e; » 

nick,” Raymond said. “He prccuhec 

gone. Some job he did!” ' 

The phone rang and P^^mced 
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could have pulled it off without someone on die inside. 
But I still have no clue how it happened.” 


After his call to Siegfried, Raymond’s brain had finally 
succumbed to the high levels of hypnotic medication 
circulating in his bloodstream from the two sleeping pills. 
He slept soundly through the remaining early hours. The 
next thing he was aware of was Darlene opening the 
curtains to let in the daylight. It was almost eight o’clock, 
the time he’d asked to be awakened. 

“Feel better, dear?” Darlene asked. She made 
Raymond sit forward so she could fluff up his pillow. 

'4 do,” Raymond admitted, although his mind was 
fuzz}' from the sleeping pills. 

“I even made you your favorite breakfast,” Darlene 
said. She went over to the bureau and lifted a wicker 
tray. She carried it over to the bed and placed it across 
R.iymond’s lap. 

Raymond’s eyes traveled around the tray. There was 
fresh-squeezed orange juice, nvo strips of bacon, a 
singlc-cgg omelette, toast, and fresh coffee. In a side 
pocket was the morning paper. 

“How’s that?” Darlene asked proudly. 

“Perfect,” Raymond said. He reached up and gave 
her a kiss. 

“Let me know when you want more coffee,” Darlene 
said. Then she left the room. 

With childlike pleasure Raymond buttered his toast 
and sipped his orange juice. As far as he was concerned, 
tlicrc was nothing quite so w'onderful as the smell of 
coffee and bacon in the morning. 

Taking a bite of both bacon and omelette at the same 
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phone back to Darlene. “Another threat from Cabot to 
close down the program.” 

Raymond put his feet over the side of the bed. As he 
stood up and slipped on his robe, he could still feel the 
remnants of yesterday’s headache. “I have to go find 
Vinnic Dominick’s number. I need another miracle.” 


By eight o’clock Laurie and the others were down in the 
“pit” starting their autopsies. Jack had stayed in the ID 
room to read through the records of Carlo Franconi’s 
hospital admissions. When he noticed the time, he went 
back to the forensics area to find out why the chief 
investigator, Bart Arnold, had not come in that day. Jack 
was surprised when he found the man in his office. 

“Didn’t Janice talk to you this morning?” Jack asked. 
He and Bart were good enough fnends so that Jack 
thought nothing of marching right into Bart’s office and 
plopping himself down. 

“I just came in fifteen minutes ago,” Bart said. 
“Janice was already gone.” 

“Wasn’t tliere a message on your desld” Jack asked. 

Bart started to peek around under the clutter. Bart’s 
^dcsk looked strikingly similar to Jack’s. Bart pulled 
out a note which he read aloud: “Important! Call Jack 
Stapleton immediately.” It was signed “Janice.” 

‘Sorry,” Bart said. “I’d have seen it eventually.” He 
smiled Weakly, knowing there Nvas no excuse. 

I suppose you’ve heard that my floater has been just 
about conclusively identified as Carlo Franconi,” Jack 
said. 

“So I’ve heard,” Bart said. 
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“Do you want me to answer it?” Darlene asked. 

Raymond nodded. He wondered who could be callii 
so early. 

Darlene picked up the phone and said hello followi 
by several yeses. Then she put the phone on hold. 

“It’s Dr. Waller Anderson,” Darlene said svith a smil 
“He wants to come on board.” 

Raymond exhaled. Until then he’d not been awai 
he’d been holding his breath. “Tell him we’re plcas& 
but that I’ll have to call him later.” 

Darlene did as she was told and then hung up tl 
phone. “At least that was good news,” she said. 

Raymond rubbed his forehead and audibly groanct 
“I just wish everything would go as well as the businci 
side.” 

The phone rang again. Raymond motioned fc 
Darlene to ans^vcr it. After saying hello and listenin 
for a moment, her smile quickly faded. She put th 
phone on hold and told Raymond it was Taylor Cabot 

Raymond swallowed hard. His already irritated throa 
had gone dry. He took a quick sung of water and too! 
the receiver, 

"Heiio, sir!” Raymond managed. His voice was stil 
hoarse. 

“I’m calling from my car phone,” Taylor said. “So ! 
won’t be too specific. But I have just been informed o 
the rc-emcrgencc of a problem I thought had been taker 
care of. What I said earlier about this issue still stands. 1 
hope you understand.” 

“Of course, sir,” Raymond squeaked. “1 m \\ . . .” 

Raymond stopped speaking. He took die phone awaj 
from his ear and looked at it. Taylor had cut him off. 

‘Just what I need,” RajTOond said, as he handed the 
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that he takes care of a lot of the crime femilies, so it’s 
not surprising he was taking care of Carlo Franconi. 

“Different families?” Jack questioned. “Even femihes 
in competition with each other?” 

“Strange, isn’t it?” Bart said. “It must be one big 
headache for the poor receptionist who does the sched- 
uling. Can you imagine having tw'o rh^al crime figures 
with their bodyguards in the waiting room at the same 
time?” 

“Life’s stranger than fiction,” Jack said. 

“Do you w'ant me to go to Dr. Levitz and get what 
I can on Franconi?” Bart asked. 

“I think I’ll do that myself,” Jack said. “I have a 
sneaking suspicion that when talking with Franconi’s 
doctor what’s unsaid is going to be more important 
than what is said. You concentrate on finding out where 
Franconi got his transplant. I think that’s going to be 
the key piece of information in this case. Who knows, it 
might just explain everything.” 

“There you are!” a robust voice boomed. Both Jack 
and Bart looked up to see the doorway literally filled 
with the imposing figure of Dr. Calvin Washington, the 
deputy chief. 

“I’ve been looking all over for you, Stapleton,” Calvin 
^growled. “Come on! The chief wants to see you.” 

Jack gave Bart a wink before getting to his feet. 
Probably just another of the many awards he’s given 
me.” 

I W'ouldn’t be so glib if I were you,” Calvin snapped, 
as he made room for Jack to pass. “Once again, you got 
the old man all riled up;” 

Jack followed Calvin to the administration area. Just 
c ore going into the front office. Jack caught a glimpse 
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Jack saw that his eyes were as intense and intelligent as 

ever. , 

“1 was )ust beginning to think you were really fitting 

in around here, and now this,” Bingham said. 

Jack didn’t respond. He felt it best not to say anything 
until he was asked a question. 

“Can I at least ask why?” Bingham said obligingly in 

his deep, husky voice. 

Jack shrugged. “Curiosity,” Jack said. “I was excited 
and 1 couldn’t wait.” 

“Curiosity!” Bingham roared. “That was the same 
lame excuse you used last year when you disregarded my 
orders and went over to the MGH.” 

“At least I’m consistent,” Jack said. 

Bingham moaned. “And now here comes the imperti- 
nence. You really haven’t changed much, have you?” 
“My basketball has improved,” Jack said. 

Jack heard the door open. He turned to see Calvin 
slip into the room. Calvin folded his massive arms across 
his chest and stood to the side like an elite harem 
guard. 

“I’m not getting anyivhere with him,” Bingham com- 
plained to Calsin, as if Jack were no longer in the room. 
^'*1 tliought you said his behawor had improved.” 

“It had, until this episode,” Calvin said. He 
then glared dowi at Jack, “mat irb me,” Calvin said, 
finally addressing Jack, “is that you know damn well 
that releases from the medical examiner’s office are 
to come from Dr. Bingham or through public relations, 
penod! You c.xaminer grunts arc not to take it upon 
yourselves to disulge information. The reaUty is that 
tins )ob IS highly poHtidzcd, and in the face of onr 
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of the waiting room. There were more than the usual 
number of journalists. 

“Something going on?” Jack asked. 

“As if I have to tell you,” Calvin grunted. 

Jack didn’t understand, but he didn’t have a chance 
to ask more. Calvin was already asking Mrs. Sanford, 
Bingham’s secretary, if they could go into the chiefs 
office. 

As it turned out, the timing wasn’t good, and Jack 
was relegated to sitting on the bench that faced Mrs. 
Sanford’s desk. Obviously, she was as upset as her boss 
and treated Jack to several disapproving looks. Jack felt 
like a naughty schoolboy waiting to sec the principal. 
Calvin used the time by disappearing into his own office 
to make a few phone calls. 

Having a reasonable idea of what the chief was upset 
about, Jack tried to come up with an explanation. Unfor- 
tunately, none came to mind. After all, he could have 
waited to get Franconi’s X-rays until Bingham’s arrival 
that morning. 

“You can go in now,” Mrs. Sanford said, ssithout 
looking up from her typing. She’d noticed the light on 
her extension phone had gone out, meaning the chief 
was off the phone. 

Jack entered the chief s office with a sense of d6ja mi. 
A year ago, during a scries of infectious disease cases. 
Jack had managed to drive the chief to distraction, and 
there had been several such confrontations. 

“Get in here and sit down,” Bingham said roughly. 

Jack took the seat in front of the man’s desk. Bingham 
had aged in the last few years. He looked considerably 
older than sixty-three. He glared at Jack through his 
wirc-rimmed glasses. Despite his jow'ls and sagging flesh, 
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transplant that no one knows about^ tiia^s ^ 

by mh analysis, and that somebody xs-anGc ^ 

Bingham looked up at Calvin, who ra^ec 
defensively. “This is the first Fve heard abcrr : 

sjdd. , . - __ 

]ack gave a rapid summary of his autopsy t: 

then told about Ted Lynch’s confiising DKL 


results. ^ 

“This sounds weird,” Bingham said. He took Gir 

glasses and wiped his rheumy eyes. “It also sounds uStL 
considering that I want this whole Franconi business lu 
fade away. If there is something truly saewy going om 
like Franconi getting an unauthorized liver, then thaifs 


not going to happen.” 

“I’ll know more today,” Jack said. “I’ve got Bart 
Arnold contacting all the transplant centers around the 
country, John DeVries up in the lab running assays for 
immunosuppressants, Maureen O’Cormer in histology 
pushing through the slides, and Ted doing a six poly- 
marker DNA test, which he contends is foolproof. By 
this afternoon, we’ll know for sure whether there’d been 
a transplant, and, if we’re lucky, where it had taken 
place.” 

[ ^ Bingham squinted across his desk at Jack. “And 

!' )on re sure you didn’t leak today’s newspaper story to 
; : the media?” 

y “Scout’s honor,” Jack said, holding up two fingers to 
lorm a V. 




right, I apologize,” Bingham said. “But Hsl 
iiStnri ^ 

alls complaimng about your behawor. You have a kr 

f-Scmng under p.oplc-„K„. And to* 
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current problems we certainly don’t need more bad 
press.” 

“Time out,” Jack said. “Something’s not right here. 
I’m not sure we’re talking the same language.” 

“You can say that again,” Bingham asserted. 

“What I mean is,” Jack said, “I don’t think we arc 
talking about the same issue. When I came in here, I 
thought I was being called onto the carpet because 
I bullied the janitor into giving me keys for this office 
so I could find Franconi’s films.” 

“Hell, no!” Bingham yelled. He pointed his finger at 
Jack’s nose. “It’s because you leaked the story about 
Franconi’s body being discovered here at the morgue 
after it had been stolen. What did you think? This would 
somehow advance your career?” 

“Hold up,” Jack said. “First, I’m not all tliat excited 
about advancing my career. Second, I was not respons- 
ible for this story getting to the media.” 

“You’re not?” Bingham asked. 

“Certainly, you’re not suggesting that Laurie Mont- 
gomery was responsible?” Calvin asked. 

“Not at all,” Jack said. “But it wasn’t me. Look, to 
tell you the truth, I don’t even think it’s a story.” 

“That’s not how the media feels,” Bingham said. 
“Nor the mayor tor that matter. He’s already called me 
twice tliis morning, asking what kind of circus we’re 
running around here. This Franconi business continues 
to make us look bad in the eyes of the entire city — 
particularly when news about our own office takes us by 
surprise.” 

“The real story about Franconi isn’t about his body 
going on an overnight out of the morgue,” Jack said. 
“It’s about the fact that the man seemingly had a lis’cr 
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Jack’s eyes roamed the waiting room. It was generous 
in size and lawshly decorated. It was a far cry from the 
utilitarian waiting room he’d had when he’d been a 
practicing ophthalmologist. That had been before the 
retraining necessitated by the managed-care invasion. To 
Jack, it seemed like a previous life, and in many ways it 
was. 

There were five well-dressed people in the waiting 
room. All eyed Jack clandestinely as they continued to 
peruse their respective magazines. As they noisily flipped 
the pages. Jack sensed an aura of irritation, as if they 
knew he was about to upset the schedule and relegate 
them to additional waiting. Jack hoped none of them 
were notorious crime figures who might consider such 
an inconvenience a reason for revenge. 

The receptionist reappeared, and with embarrassing 
subservience she guided Jack back to the doctor’s private 
study. Once Jack was inside, she closed the door. 

Dr. Lcsitz was not in the room. Jack sat in one of the 
two chairs facing the desk and surveyed the surroimd- 
ings. There were the usual framed diplomas and licenses, 
the family pictures, and even the stacks of unread medical 
journals. It was all familiar to Jack and gave him a 
^ shudder. From his current vantage point, he wondered 
how he’d lasted as long as he had in a similar, confining 
enrironment. 

Dr. Daniel Le\itz came through a second door. He 
was dressed in his white coat complete with pocket full 
of tongue depressors and assorted pens. A stethoscope 
hung from his neck. Compared svith Jack’s muscular 
thick-shouldered, six-foot fbme. Dr. Levitz was rather 
short and almost fi^gile in appearance. 

Jack immediately noticed the man’s nervous nV. 
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Dr. Lc\'itz nodded, which caused his right sr.ou.ccr 
to jerk several times. Jack waited until these in^'o!unta^\ 
movements subsided. 

“To come right to the point,” Jack said, “tne b:c 
question is whether or not Mr. Franconi haa a iiv'sr 
transplant.” 

At first Levitz did not speak. He merely mtched. 
Jack was determined to wait the man out. 

“I don’t know anything about a liver transplant,” Dr. 
Lc\itz said finally. 

“\^TJen did you see him last?” Jack asked. 

Dr. Levitz picked up his phone and asked one of his 
assistants to bring in Mr. Carlo Franconi’s record. 

“It will just be a moment,” Dr. Levitz said. 

“In one of Mr. Franconi’s hospital admissions about 
three years ago, you specifically svrote that it was your 
opinion that a transplant would be necessary. Do you 
remember writing that?” 

“Not specifically,” Dr. Levitz said. “But I was aware 
of a deteriorating condition, as well as Mr. Franconi’s 
failure to stop drinking.” 

“But you never mentioned it again,” Jack said. “I 
found tliat surprising when it was easy to see a gradual 
but relentless deterioration in his liver function tests over 
‘ the next couple of years.” 

A doctor can only do so much to influence his 
patient’s behavior,” Dr. Levitz said. 

The door opened and the deferential receptionist 
brought in a fat folder. Wordlessly she placed it on Dr. 
Lctitz’s desk and withdrew. 

Dr. Levitz picked it up and, after a quick glance, said 
that he’d seen Carlo Franconi a month previously. 

‘IVhat did you see him for?” 
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which involved slight twists and nods of his head. Dr. 
Lcvitz gave no indication he was aware of these move- 
ments. He shook hands stiffly with Jack and then 
retreated behind the vast expanse of his desk. 

“Fm very busy,” Dr. Lcvitz said. “But, of course, I 
always have time for the police.” 

“I’m not the police,” Jack said. “I’m Dr. Jack 
Stapleton from the Office of the Chief Medical Examiner 
of New York.” 

Dr. Levitz’s head twitched as did his sparse mustache. 
He appeared to swallow. “Oh,” he commented. 

“I wanted to talk to you briefly about one of your 
patients,” Jack said. 

“My patients’ conditions arc confidential,” Dr. Lcvitz 
said, as if by rote. 

“Of course,” Jack said. He smiled. “That is, of course, 
until they have died and become a medical examiner’s 
case. You see, I want to ask you about Mr. Carlo 
Franconi.” 

Jack watched as Dr. Lc\’itz went through a number 
of bizarre motions, making Jack glad the man had not 
gone into brain surgery. 

“I soil respea my patients’ confidentiality,” he said. 

“I can understand yom position from an ethical point 
of view,” Jack said. “But I should remind you that we 
medical examiners in the State of New York have sub- 
poena power in such a circumstance. So, why don’t we 
just have a conversation? Who knows, we might be able 
to clear things up.” 

“What do you want to know?” Dr. Lcvitz asked. 

“I learned from reading Mr. Franconi’s extensive 
hospital history that he’d had a long bout witli liver 
problems leading to liver failure,” Jack said. 
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want these records, you will have to subpoena them. I m 
sorr)'. I don’t mean to be obstructive. 

“That’s quite all right,” Jack said agreeably. He stood 
up. “I’ll let the state’s attorney’s office know how you 
feel. Meanwhile, thanks for your time, and if you don’t 
mind. I’ll probably be talking with you in the near future. 
There’s something very strange about this case, and I 
intend to get to the bottom of it.” 

Jack smiled to himself, as he undid the locks on his 
bike. It was so offiious that Dr. Levitz knew more than 
he was willing to say. How much more. Jack didn’t 
know, but certainly it added to the intrigue. Jack had an 
intuitive sense that not only was this the most interesting 
case he’d had so far in his forensics career, it might be 
the most interesting case he’d ever have. 

Returning to the morgue, he stashed his bike in ihe 
usual location, went up to his office to drop off his coat, 
then went directly to the DHA lab. But Ted wasn’t ready 
for him. 

“I need a couple more hours,” Ted said. “And Fil 
call you! You don’t have to come up here.” 

Disappointed but undeterred. Jack descended a floor 
to histolog}' and checked on the progress of his perma- 
nent microscopic sections on what was now labeled the 
Franconi case. 


“My god!” Maureen complained. “What do you 
c.vpcct, miracles? I’m rushing your slides through ahead 

todar 


Soil trying to keep his spirits up and his curioutv ar 
bay, Jack rode the elevator do^vn to the second floor 'arr 
sought out John DeVries in the lab. 

“The assays for q-closporin A and FK506 are -c- 
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“An upper respiratory infection,” Dr. Levitz said. “I 
)rescribed some antibiotic. Apparently, it worked.” 

“Did you examine him?” 

“Of course!” Dr. Levitz said with indignation. “I 
always examine my patients.” 

“Had he had a liver transplant?” 

“Well, I didn’t do a complete physical,” Dr. Levitz 
explained. “I examined him appropriately in reference 
to his complaint and his symptoms.” 

“You didn’t even feel his liver, knowing his history?” 
Jack asked. 

“I didn’t write it down if I did,” Dr. Levitz said. 

“Did you do any blood work that would reflect liver 
function?” Jack asked. 

“Only a bilirubin,” Dr. Levitz said. 

“Why only a bilirubin?” 

“He’d been jaundiced in the past,” Dr. Levitz said. 
“He looked better, but I wanted to document it,” 

“What was the result?” Jack asked. 

“It was within normal limits,” Dr. Levitz said. 

“So, except for his upper respiratory infection, he was 
doing quite well,” Jack said. 

“Yes, I suppose you could say that,” Dr. Levitz said. 

“Almost like a miracle,” Jack said. “Especially as 
you’ve already mentioned the man was unwilling to curb 
his alcohol intake.” 

“Perhaps he finally had stopped,” Dr. Levitz said. 
“After all, people can change.” 

“Would you mind if I looked at his record?” Jack 
asked. 

“Yes, I would mind,” Dr. Levitz said. “I’ve already 
stated my ethical position about confidentiality. If you 
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Jack nocided as he got to his feet. “Figures,” he said. 
“Getting a bona fide tip fi-om the mother would have 
been much too easy'.” 

“ru keep you informed as soon as I start getting 
callbacks,” Bart said. 

“Thanks,” Jack said. 

Feeling finstrated. Jack walked through communi- 
cations to the ID room. He thought maybe some coffee 
would cheer him up. He was surprised to find Deutenant 
Detective Lou Soldano busily helping himself to a cup. 
“Uh-oh,” Lou said. “Caught red-handed.” 

Jack eyed the homicide detecth’e. He looked better 
than he had in days. Not only was the top button of his 
shirt buttoned, but his tie was cinched up in place. On 
top of that, he was close shaven and his hair was combed. 
“You look almost human today,” Jack said. 

“I feel that way,” Lou said. “I got ray first decent 
night’s sleep in days. Where’s Laurie?” 

“In the pit, I presume,” Jack said. 

“I gotta pat her on the back again for making that 
association with your floater after watching the video,” 
Lou said. “All of us down at headquarters think it might 
lead to a break in this case. Already w'c’ve gotten a couple 
> of good tips from our informers because it’s stimulated 
a lot of talk in the streets, especially ew'er in Queens.” 

“Laurie and I w'cre surprised to see it in the papers 
this morning,” Jack commented. “That was a lot faster 
than we expected. Do you have any idea wFo was the 
source?” 

“I was,” Lou said innocently. “But I w'as careful not 
to give any details other than the fact that the body had 
been identified. Why, is there a problem?” 
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easy,” John snapped. “Besides, we’re backed up as it is. 
You can’t expect instant service with the budget I have 
to work with.” 

“Okay!” Jack said agreeably, as he backed out of the 
lab. He knew that John was an irascible individual, and 
if aroused, he could be passive aggressive. If that hap- 
pened, it might be weeks before Jack got the test results. 

Descending yet another floor, Jack went into Bart 
Arnold’s office and implored the man to give him some- 
thing since he’d struck out every place else. 

“I’ve made a lot of calls,” Bart said. “But you know 
the situation with voice mail. You almost never get 
anyone on die phone anymore. So, I got a lot of 
messages out there, waiting for callbacks.” 

“Jeez,” Jack complained. “I feel like a teenage girl 
with a new dress, waiting to get asked to die prom.” 

“Sorry,” Bart said. “If it’s any consolation, wc did 
manage to get a blood sample ftom Franconi’s mother. 
It’s already up in the DNA lab.” 

“Was the mother asked whether her son had a liver , 
transplant?” 

“Absolutely,” Bart said. “Mrs. Franconi assured the 
investigator that she didn’t know anything about a trans- 
plant. But she did admit that her son had been much 
healthier lately.” 

“To what did she attribute his sudden health?” Jack 
asked. 

“She says he went away to a spa someplace and came 
back a new man.” 

“Did she happen to say where?” Jack questioned. 

“She didn’t Imow,” Bart said. “At least that’s what 
she told the investigator, and the investigator told me 
that she thought she was telling the truth.” 
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arc somehow involved in organ transplants. If that 
doesn’t make you lose sleep, nothing will.” 


“Calm down!” Raymond yelled into the phone. The 
moment he’d been about to leave the apartment, the 
phone had rung. When he heard it was Dr. Darnel Levitz 
on the line, he’d taken the call. 

“Don’t tell me to calm down!” Daniel shouted back. 
“You’ve seen the papers. The)' have Franconi’s body! 
And already a medical exanuner by the name of Dr. Jack 
Stapleton has been in my office asking for Franconi’s 
records.” 

“You didn’t ^ve them, did you?” Raymond asked. 

“Of course not!” Daniel snapped. “But he conde- 
scendingly reminded me that he could subpoena them. 
I’m telling you, this guy was vet)' direct and very aggres- 
sive, and he vowed to get to the bottom of the case. 
He suspects Franconi had a transplant. He asked me 
dircedy.” 

“Do your records have any information at all about 
his transplant or our program?” Raymond asked. 

“No, I followed your suggestions in that regard to 
the letter,” Daniel said. “But it’s going to look very 
strange if anybody looks at my records. After all, I’d 
been documenting Franconi’s deteriorating status for 
years. Then all of a sudden, his liver function studies are 
normal without any explanation, nothing! Not even a 
comment. I’m telling you there’ll be questions, and I 
don’t know' whether I can handle them. I’m very upset. 
I wish I’d never gotten involved in all this.” 

“Now' let’s not get carried away,” Raymond said Avith 
a calmness that he himself did not feel. “There’s no way 
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“Only that Bingham went mildly ballistic,” Jack sai< 
“And I was hauled in as the culprit.” 

“Gosh, Fm sorry,” Lou said. “It didn’t dawn on nn 
it could cause a problem here. I guess I should ha\ 
run it by you. Well, I owe you.” 

“Forget it,” Jack said. “It’s already patched up.” H 
poured himself some coffee, shoveled in some sugar, ah 
added a dollop of cream. 

“At least it had the desired effect on the street,” Lo 
said. “And we learned something important already. Th 
people who killed him were definitely not the sara 
people who took his body and mauled it.” 

“Doesn’t surprise me,” Jack said. 

“No?” Lou questioned. “I thought that was th 
general consensus around here. At least that’s wht 
Laurie said.” 

“She now thinks the people that took the body di 
it because they didn’t want anyone to know he’d had 
liver transplant,” Jack said. “I still favor tlie idea it W3 
done to conceal the indiwdual’s identity.” 

“Really,” Lou said pensively, sipping his coffee. “Ths 
doesn’t make any sense to me. You sec we’re reasonabl 
sure the body was taken on orders from the Lucia crim 
family, the direct competitors of the Vaccarros, who w 
understand had Franconi killed.” 

“Good grief!” Jack exclaimed. “Are you sure abou 
that?” 

“Reasonably,” Lou said. “The informer who divulgci 
it is usually reliable. Of course, we don’t have any names 
Tlrat’s the fhistrating part.” 

“Just die idea that organized crime is involved i 
appalling,” Jack said. “It means that the Lucia pcopl 
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Stapleton could get to the bottom of the case. O 
concern about an autopsy was purely hypothetical ai 
based on an infinitesimally small chance someone tvi 
the IQ of Einstein could figure out the source of ti 
transplant. It’s not going to happen. But I appreda 
your calling me about Dr. Stapleton’s visit. As it tur 
out, I’m on my way this very minute to have a mectii 
with Vinnie Dominick. With his resources, I’m sure he 
be able to take care of everything. After all, to a lar] 
measure, he’s responsible for the present situation.” 

As soon as he could, Raymond got off the phon 
Appeasing Dr. Daniel Levitz wasn’t doing anything f 
his own anxiety. After advising Darlene what to say 
die unlikely chance Taylor Cabot called back, he left t) 
apartment. Catching a taxi at the corner of Madison ai 
Sixty-fourth, he instructed the cabbie how to get 
Corona Avenue in Elmhurst. 

The scene at the Neopolitan Restaurant was exact 
the same as it had been the day before, with the additic 
of the stale smell of a couple of hundred more cigarette 
Vinnie Dominick was sitting in the same booth and I 
minions were lounging on the same bar stools. T1 
obese bearded man was again busily washing glasstvar 

Raymond lost no time. After coming through tl 
heav)' red velvet drape at the door, he made a bcelii 
for Vinnie’s booth and slid in without invitation. E 
pushed forward the crumpled newspaper, which he 
painstakingly smoothed out, across the table. 

Vinnie gazed down at the headlines nonchalantly. 

“As you can see, there’s a problem,” Raymond sai( 
“You promised me the body was gone. Obwously, yc 
screwed up.” 
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paid a visit and was asking about a body that doesn 
exist.” 

“I’m sorry that this has all gone so badly,” RajTnon 
said. 

“You and me both,” Vinnic said. “To tell you th 
truth, I can’t understand how they got the body bad 
We tvent to some effort knowing the ground was to 
hard to bury it out in Westchester. So we took it wa 
the hell out off Coney Island and dumped it into th 
ocean.” 

“Obviously, something went wrong,” Raymond saic 
“With all due respect, what can be done at this point? 

“As far as the body is concerned, we can’t do any 
thing. Vinnie Amcndola told Angelo that the autops 
was already done. So that’s that.” 

Raymond moaned and cradled his head. His headach 
had intensified. 

“Just a second. Doc,” Vinnic said. “I want to rcassur 
you about something. Since I knew the reason why ai 
autopsy might cause problems for your program, I ha< 
Angelo and Carlo destroy Franconi’s liver.” 

Raymond raised his head. A ray of hope had appcarc< 
on the horizon. “How did you do that?” he asked. 

“With a shotgun,” Vinnic said. “They blasted thi 
hell out of the liver. They totally destroyed this who!( 
portion of the abdomen.” Vinnic made a circling motioi 
with his hand over his right upper quadrant. “Right 
Angelo?” 

Angelo nodded. “The entire magazine of a pumj 
action Remington. The guy’s gut looked like ham 
burger,” 

“So I don’t think you have as much to worry aboui 
as you think,” Vinnie said to Raymond. 
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“Arc you serious about this?” Angelo asked Mnnie. 

“I’m afraid so,” Vinnie said. “I guess it "nusn’t such 
a smart idea to get my brother-in-lasv involved in all this, 
although at the time we didn’t have much choice. One 
way or the other, I got to clean it up otherwise my tvife 
wll have my balls. The only good part is that I was able 
to get the good doc to pay for what I’d have to do 
anyway.” 

“When do you want us to take care of those tnx)?” 
Angelo asked. 

“The sooner the better,” Vinnie said. “In fact, you’d 
better do it tonight!” 
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eyebrows. “So, Doc, what do you think of the 
of Angelo and Franco visiting the two pesky mi 
examiners and convincing them to see things our 
They have to be convinced that dicy arc causii 
considerable inconvenience, if you know what I mi 
A wry smile appeared on his face, and he winked. 

Raymond let out a little laugh of relief. “I can’t 
of a better solution.” He worked his way alon| 
cun'cd, velvet banquette scat and stood up. “Thank 
Mr. Dominick. I’m much obliged, and apolo^zc 
for my thoughdess outburst when I first arrived.” 

“Hold on. Doc,” Vinnie said. “We haven’t disc 
compensation yet.” 

“I thouglit this would be covered imdcr the r 
of our prior agreement,” Raymond said, trying to S' 
businesslike without offending Vinnie. “After all, ] 
corn’s body was not supposed to reappear.” 

“That’s not the way I see it,” Vinnie said. “T1 
an extra. Since you’ve already bargained away the tu 
issue. I’m aftaid we’re now talking about recouping i 
of my initiation fee. What about twenty thousand? 
sounds like a nice round figure.” 

Raymond was outraged, but he managed to sti 
response. He also remembered what happened tht 
time he tried to bargain with Vinnie Dominick: the 
doubled. 

“It might take me a little time to get tliat kin 
money together,” Raymond said. 

“That’s fine, Doc,” Vinnie said. “Just as long a 
have an agreement. From my end, I’ll get Angelo 
Franco right on it.” 

“Wonderful,” Raymond managed to say be 
leaving. 
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for such experiences. Rather than expressing fear, 
Melanie was more angry than afraid. She was furious at 
the soldiers’ wanton destruction of what she considered 
her property, even though the car technically belonged 
to GenSys. 

“The dinner is prepared,” Esmeralda said. “I shall 
keep it warm.” 

Ifevin thanked his attentive housekeeper, and she dis- 
appeared back into the kitchen. Tossing aside his journal, 
Kc:^ got up from his desk and walked out onto the 
veranda. Ni^t had fallen, and he was begiiming to 
worry about where Melanie and Candace could be. 

Kevin’s house fronted a small grassy square illumi- 
nated by old-fashioned street lamps. Directly across the 
square was Siegfried Spallck’s house. It was similar to 
Kevin’s with an arcaded first floor, a veranda around the 
second, and dormers in its steeply pitched roof At 
present, there were lights only in the kitchen end of the 
house. Apparendy, the manager had not yet come home. 

Hearing laughter to his left, Kevin turned in the 
direction of the waterfront. There had been a tropical 
downpour for an hour that had just ended fifteen 
minutes previously. The cobblestones were steaming 
^ since they’d still been hot from the sun. Into this lighted 
mist walked the two women, arm in arm, laughing 
merrily, 

‘Hey, Kevin!” Melanie shouted, spying Kevin on his 
balcony. “How’ come you didn’t send a carriage?” 

The women walked to a point direedy beneath Kevin 
W'ho was embarrassed by their revelry. 

‘‘What arc you talking about?” Kevin asked. 

“IVcll, you didn’t expect us to get soaked, did you?” 
Melanie joked. Candace mgRled. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


March 6, 1997, 7:30 P.M. 

Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

“At what time did you expect your guests?” Esmeralda 
asked Kevin. Her body and head were wrapped in a 
handsome bright orange-and-green fabric. 

“Seven o’clock,” Kevin said, happy for the distraction. 
He’d been sitting at his desk, trying to fool himself into 
believing he was reading one of his molecular biology 
journals. In reality, he was tortured by repeatedly 
running through the harrotving events of that afternoon. 

He could still see the soldiers in their red berets and 
jungle camouflage fatigues seemingly coming out of 
i nowhere. He could hear their boots pounding against 
the moist earth and the jangle of their equipment as thej 
ran. Worse yet, he could feel the same sickening terro 
tliat he’d felt when he’d turned to flee, expecting at an 
instant to hear the sound of machine-gun fire. 

The dash across the clearing to the car and tlic wl 
ride had been somehow anticlimactic to that initial frigh 
The tvindows facing shot out had an almost sunre 
quality that somehow couldn’t compare to his fii 
glimpse of those soldiers. 

Melanie had once again responded to the event coi 
plctcly differendy dian Kevin. It made Kevin wondci 
growing up in Manhattan had somehow toughened I 
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feeling that when he was around these two women, he 
wasn’t in control of anything and understood less than 
half the conversation. 

“We’ll explain later,” Melanie managed. “Get the 
wine. That’s more important.” 

“Let’s have white,” Candace said. 

Kevin went into the kitchen and got the wine that he 
had earlier put into the refrigerator. He avoided looking 
at Esmeralda, worried what she must be thinking with 
these tipsy women as guests. Kevin didn’t know what to 
think himself. 

As he opened the wine, he could hear them carrying 
on with lively conversation and laughter. The good side, 
he reminded himself, was that with Melanie and Candace 
there were ne\'er any uncomfortable silences. 

“What kind of wine are we having?” Melanie asked 
when Kevin reappeared. Kevin showed her the bottle. 
“Oh, my,” she said with feigned condescension. “Mon- 
trachet! Aren’t we lucky tonight.” 

Knin had had no idea what he’d picked from his 
collection of wine bottles, but he was pleased Melanie 
was impressed. He poured the wine as Esmeralda 
appeared with the first course. 

^ The dinner was an unqualified success. Even Kevin 
■ ^ began to relax after attempting to keep up with the 
women as far as the Avine was concerned. About halfway 
through the meal he was forced to return to the kitchen 
for another bottle. 


“You can’t guess who else was at the chickee hut, 
Mclame said as the entree dishes were being clearer 
Our fearless leader Siegfiied.” 

K^in choked on his wine. He wiped his face with h 
napkin. “You didn’t talk to him, did vou?” 
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spoke wth the Moroccan guard and assured us that to 
won’t be any more shooting. He said that if anybody 
wanders out there by the bridge, the>^ wiU just be spoken 
to and told that the area is off-Iiimts.” 

“Likely story,” Kevin said. “As trigger-happy as those 
kids they caU soldiers are, it’s not going to happen.” 

Melanie laughed. “Talk about the soldiers, Siegfried 
said that they spent hours searching for the nonexistent 


sun^asses. Serves them right!” 

“He did ask us if we wanted to talk with some of 
the workers who’d been on the island and who’d been 
burning underbrush,” Candace said. “Can you believe 


it>” 


“And how did you respond?” Kevin asked. 

“We told him it wasn’t necessary,” Candace said. “I 
mean, we don’t want turn to think we’re still concerned 
about the smoke, and we definitely don’t want him to 
think we’re planning on visiting the island.” 

“But we’re not,” Kevin said. He eyed the women 
while they smiled at each other conspiratorially. “Are 
wc>” As far as Kevin was concerned, getting shot at twice 
had been more than enough to convince him that visiting 
tire island was out of the question. 

“You wondered why we laughed when you told us 
>wc were having fish for dinner,” Melanie said. 
“Remember?” 


“Yeah,” Kevin s^d wth concern. He had the distinct 

feeling he wasn’t going to like what Melanie was about 
to say. 


"We laughed because we spent a good deal of the 
late afternoon talldng to fishermen who come to Cogo 
a couple of times a week,” Melanie said. “Probably tbe 
cs xsho caught the fish we just ate. Thev come frnrr. 



chrotnosomo 6 


305 


have done with your genetic tinkering, fine. We were 
counting on you coimng to help run the motor in the 
pirogue, but that’s okay. Candace and I can manage. 

Right, Candace?” 

“Right,” Candace said. 

“You see we’ve planned this out pretty carefully 
Melanie said. “Not only did we rent the large, motoriz 
^ canoe, but we had them bring back a smaller, pad( 
version as well. We plan to tow the paddle boat. Or 
we get to the island, we’ll paddle up the Rio Divi 
Maybe we won’t even have to go on land at all. All 
w’ant to do is observe the animals for a while.” 

Kevin nodded. He looked back and forth betwi 
the two women who w'ere relentlessly staring at hi 
Acutely uncomfortable, he scraped back his chair t 
started from the room. 

“Where are you going?” Melanie asked. 

“To get more wine,” Kevin said. 

With a strange emotion akin to anger, Kevin gc 
third bottle of white Burgundy, opened it, and brou 
it back into the dining room. He gestured with it tow 
Melanie and she nodded. Kevin filled her glass. He 
the same to Candace. Then he filled his own. 

' After taldng his seat, Kerin took a healthy swig 
wnc. He coughed a little after swaUowing, and t 
asked when they planned on going on their g 
expedition. 

“Tomorrow, bright and early,” Melanie said. ‘ 
%rc ,t will take a little over an hour to get to 

mand, and we’d like to be back before the ■ 
strong.” 

already got food and dd^i. 


: sun gets rt 
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a town called Acalayong about ten to twelve miles cas 
of here.” 

“I know the town,” Kevin said. It was the jumping 
off place for people going from Equatorial Gxiinea t( 
Cocobeach, Gabon. The route was served by motorizee 
canoes called pirogues. 

“We rented one of their boats for two or three days,’ 
Melanie said proudly. “So we don’t have to even go nea 
the bridge. We can visit Isla Francesca by water.” 

'‘Not me,” Kevin said emphatically. “I’ve had it 
Frankly, I think we’re lucky to be alive. If you guys wan! 
to go, go! I know that nothing I could ever say would 
influence tvhat you do.” 

“Oh, that’s great!” Melanie said derisively. “You’re 
giving up already! If that’s the case, how do you intend 
to find out whether you and I have created a race of 
protohumans? I mean, you’re the one who’s raised this 
issue and got us all upset.” 

Melanie and Candace stared at Kevin across the table. 
For a few minutes, no one said a word. The night sounds 
of the jungle drifted in, which until then no one had 
heard. 

After feeling progressively uncomfortable, Kerin 
finally broke the silence. “I don’t know what I’m going 
to do yet,” he said. “I’ll think of something.” 

“Like hell you svill,” Melanie said. “You already said 
the only way to find out what those animals arc doing 
is to risit the island. Those were your tvords. Have you 
forgotten?” 

“No, I haven’t forgotten,” Kerin said. “It’s j'ust 
that . . . well . . .” 

“That’s okay,” Melanie said condescendingly. “If 
you’re too chicken to go and find out what you might 
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“I’ll call my head tech,” Kevin said. “I’ll tell him I’m 
jnder the weather with an acute attack of insanity.” 

“Wait a second,” Candace said suddenl)’^. just 
bought of a problem.” 

Kevin sat bolt upright. “WhaL'” he asked. 

“I don’t have any sunblock,” Candace said. “I didn’t 
3ring any because on my three pre\ious visits I nev'er 
law the sun.” 
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sary,” Candace said. “And I got a portable cooler 
the hospital to pack it in.” 

“We’ll stay far away from the bridge and the sta 
area,” Melanie said. “So that won’t be a problem.’ 

“I think it’s going to be kind of fun,” Candace 
“I’d love to see a hippopotamus.” 

Kevin took another gulp of wine. 

“I suppose you don’t mind if we take those elcco 
gizmos to locate the animals,” Melanie said. “An< 
could use the contour map. Of course, we’ll be ca 
TOth them.” 

Kevin sighed and sagged in his chair. “All right, I 
up. What time is this mission scheduled?” 

“Oh goody,” Candace said, clapping her h 
together. “I knew you’d come.” 

“The sun comes up after six,” Melanie said. “I’d 
to be in the boat and on our tvay by then. My plan 
head west, then swing way out into the estuary b« 
going cast. That way we won’t evoke any suspicions 
in to\vn if anyone sees us getting into the boat. I’d 
them to think we were going off to Acalayong.” 

‘TVhat about work?” Kevin asked. ‘Won’t yot 
missed?” 

“Nope,” Melanie said. “I told the people in the 
I’d be unreachable at the animal center. Whereas 
people in the animal center I told . . .” 

“I get the picture,” Kevin intersected. “What al 
you, Candace?” 

“No problem,” Candace said. “As long as Mr. \ 
Chester keeps doing as well as he’s doing, I’m cssent 
unemployed. The surgeons arc golfing and playing tc 
all day. I can do what I like.” 
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>mc blood from you to confirm it. Thank you for being 
)opcrativc.” 

“I asked him why he didn’t want me to come down 
icre and identify it like I did last time,” Imogcnc said. 
But he told me he didn’t know.” 

Jack tried to think of a graceful way of explaining the 
ientity problem, but he couldn’t think of any. “Some 
arts of the body arc still missing,” he said vaguely, 
oping that Mrs. Franconi would be satisfied. 

“Oh?” Imogcnc commented. 

“Let me tell you svhy I called,” Jack said quickly. He 
,’as afraid that if Mrs. Franconi became offended, she 
[light not be receptive to his question. “You told the 
avestigator that your son’s health had improved after a 
rip. Do you remember saying that?” 

“Of course,” Imogcnc said. 

“I was told you don’t know where he went,” Jack 
laid. “Is there any way you could find out?” 

“I don’t think so,” Imogcnc said. “He told me it 
had nothing to do with his work and that it was vers’ 
private.” 

“Do you remember when it was? Jack asked. 

“Not exactly,” Imogcnc said. “Maybe five or six 
y’.ccks ago.” 

“Was it in this countiy?” Jnck asked. 

“I don’t know,” Imogcnc said. “All he said was tli.’t 

it was ver)' private.” 

“If you find out where it was, would you gh c me a 
call back?” Jack asked. 

“I suppose,” Imogcnc said. ^ . 

“Thank you,” Jack said. ^ 

“U’ait,” Imogcnc said. “I just rcmcmK- , 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


March 6, 1997, 2:30 P.M. 

New York Cfty 

With all the tests on Franconi pending, Jack had fore 
himself to go to his office and try to concentrate i 
some of his other outstanding cases. To his surprise, he 
made reasonable headway until the phone rang at tw 
thirty. 

“Is this Dr. Stapleton?” a female voice wth an Itali 
accent asked. 

“It is indeed,” Jack said. “Is this Mrs. Franconi?” 

“Imogcne Franconi. I got a message to call you.” 

“I appreciate it, Mrs. Franconi,” Jack said. “First 1 
me extend my sympathies to you in regards to yo 
son.” 

“Thank you,” Imogenc said. “Carlo was a good be 
He didn’t do any of those things they said in the new 
papers. He worked for the American Fresh Fn 
Company here in Queens. I don’t know where all th 
talk about organized crime came from. The newspape 
just make stuff up.” 

It s terrible what they’ll do to sell papers,” Jack sai 

The man that came this morning said that you gi 
his body back,” Imogcnc said. 

We believe so,” Jack said. “That’s why we neede 
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liver tissue you found Inside him could not be any more 
different.” 

“Hey, that’s good news,” Jack said. “Then, it was a 
transplant.” 

“I guess,” Ted said without conviction. “But the 
sequence with the DQ alpha is identical, right down to 
the last nucleotide.” 

“What does that mean?” Jack asked. 

Ted spread his hands like a supplicant and wrinkled 
his forehead. “I don’t know. I can’t explain it. Math- 
ematically, it couldn’t happen. I mean the chances are 
so infinitesimally small, it’s beyond belief. We’re talking 
about an identical match of thousands upon thousands 
of base pairs even in areas of long repeats. Absolutely 
identical. That’s why we got the results that we did with 
the DQ alpha screen.” 

“Well, the bottom line is that it was a transplant,” 
Jack said. “That’s the issue here.” 

“If pressed, I’d have to agree it was a transplant,” 
Ted said. “But how they found a donor with the identical 
DQ alpha is beyond me. It’s the kind of coincidence 
that smacks of the supernatural.” 

“\Miat about the test with the mitochondrial DNA 
to confirm the floater is Franconi?” Jack asked. 

“Jeez, you give a guy an inch and he wants a mile,” 
Ted complained. “We just got the blood, for chrissake. 
Jou’ll have to wait on the results. After all, we turned 
the lab upside down to get what you got so quickly. 
Besides I’m more interested in this DQ alpha situation 

compared to the polymarker results. Something doesn’t 
jibe.” ^ 

Well, don’t lose any sleep over it,” Jack said. He 
stood up and gave Ted back all the material Ted had 



something strange just before he left. He said that i 
didn’t come back that he loved me very much.” 

“Did that surprise you?” Jack asked. 

“Well, yes,” Imogene said. “I thought that was a 
thing to say to your mother.” 

Jack thanked Mrs. Franconi again and hung up 
phone. Hardly had he had his hand off the receiver w 
it rang again. It was Ted Lynch, 

“I think you’d better come up here,” Ted said. 

“Fm on my way,” Jack said. 

Jack found Ted sitting at his desk, literally scratcl 
his head. 

“If I didn’t know better I’d think you were tryinj 
put one over on me,” Ted spat. “Sit do%vn!” 

Jack sat. Ted was holding a ream of computer-gei 
ated paper plus a number of sheets of developed l 
with hundreds of small dark bands. Ted reached < 
and dropped the mass into Jack’s lap. 

“What the hell’s this?” Jack questioned. He pic 
up several of the celluloid sheets and held them up 
the light. 

Ted leaned over and with the eraser end of an < 
fashioned wooden pencil pointed to the films. “T1 
are the results of the DNA polymarker test.” He fingc 
the computer printout. “And this mass of data cc 
pares the nucleotide sequences of the DQ alpha regi 
of the MHC.” 

“Come on, Ted!” Jack urged. “Talk English to i 
would you please? You know I’m a babe in the wo 
when it comes to this stuff.” 

“Fine,” Ted exclaimed as if vexed. “The polpmar 
test shows that Franconi’s DNA and the DNA of 
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“This is zrzxy” Jack said. He told Bart that Ted s 
findings confirmed that Franconi had had a transplant. 
“I don’t know what to say,” Bart commented. 

“If someone didn’t get their transplant in North 
America or Europe, where could it have taken place? 
Jack asked. 

Bart shrugged. “There are a few other possibihties. 
Australia, South Afiica, even a couple of places in South 
America, but ha\ing talked to my contact at UNOS, I 
don’t think any of them are likely.” 

“No kidding?” Jack said. He was not hearing what 
he wanted to hear. 

“It’s a mystery',” Bart commented. 

“Nothing about this case is easy,” Jack complained as 
he got to his feet. 

“I’ll keep at it,” Bart oflPered. 

“I’d appreciate it,” Jack said. 

Jack wandered out of the forensic area, feeling mildly 
depressed. He had the uncomfortable sensation that he 
was missing some major feet, but he had no idea what 
it could be or how to go about finding out what it w’as. 

In the ID room he got himself another cup of coffee, 
which was more like sludge than a beverage by that time 
of the day. With cup in hand, he climbed the stairs to 
■’ ' the lab. 

“I ran your samples,” John DeVries said. “They w'ere 
negative for both cy'dosporin A and FK506.” 

Jack was astounded. Ail he could do was stare at the 
pale, gaunt face of the laboratory' direaor. Jack didn’t 
know what w-as more surprising: "the fea that John hzd 
already run the samples or that the results were nega±/e. 
^ lou must be joking,” Jack managed to sav. 
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dumped in his lap. “I appredate what you’v( 
Thanks! It’s the information I needed. And wl 
mitochondrial results arc back, give me a call.” 

Jack was elated by Ted’s results, and he wasn’t ’ 
about the mitochondrial study. With the correl: 
the X-rays, he was already confident the floater an 
coni were one and the same. 

Jack got on the elevator. Now that he’d docu 
that it had been a transplant, he was counting < 
Arnold to come up with the answers to solve l 
of the mystery. As he descended. Jack found 
wondering about Ted’s emotional reaction to t 
alpha results. Jack was aware that Ted didn’t get 
about too many things. Consequently, it had to 
nificant. Unfortunately, Jack didn’t know enougl 
the test to have much of an opinion. He vow 
when he had the chance he’d read up on it. 

Jack’s elation was short-lived; it faded the mon 
walked into Bart’s office. The forensic investigal 
on the phone, but he shook his head the monr 
caught sight of Jack. Jack interpreted the gesture 
news. He sat down to wait. 

“No luck?” Jack asked as soon as Bart disconi 

“I’m afraid not,” Bart said. “I really expected 
to come through, and when they said that th 
not provided a liver for Carlo Franconi and that hi 
even been on their waiting list, I knew the chaj 
tracing where he’d gotten the liver fell precipitous 
now I was on the phone tvith Columbia-Presb) 
and it wasn’t done there. So I’ve heard from just 
every center doing liver transplants, ’and no oni 
credit for Carlo Franconi.” 
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“But the patient had to be on immunosuppressants,” 
Jack said. “He’d had a recent liver transplant. Is it pos- 
sible you got a false negative?” 

“We run controls as standard procedure,” John said. 

“I expected one or the other drug to be present,” 
Jack said. 

“Fm sorry that we don’t gear our results to your 
expectations,” John said sourly. “If you’ll excuse me, I 
have work to do.” 

Jack watched the laboratory director walk over to an 
instrument and make some adjustments. Then Jack 
turned and made his way out of the lab. Now he was 
more depressed. Ted Lyndi’s DNA results and John 
DeVries’s drug assays were contradictory. If thcre’d been 
a transplant, Franconi had to be on either cyclosporin A 
or FK506. That was standard medical procedure. 

Getting oflF the elevator on the fifth floor, he walked 
down to histology while trying to come up with some 
rational explanation for the facts he’d been given. 
Nothing came to mind. 

“Well, if it isn’t the good doctor yet again,” Maureen 
O’Conner said in her Irish brogue. “What is if? You only 
have one case? Is that why you are dogpng us so?” 

“I only have one that is driving me bananas,” Jack 
said. “What’s the story with the slides?” 

“There’s a few that arc ready,” Maureen said. “Do 
you want to take them or wait for the whole batch?” 

“I’ll take what I can get,” Jack said. 

Maureen’s nimble fingers picked out a sampling of 
the sections that were dry and placed them in a micro- 
scopic slide holder. She handed the tray to Jack. 

“Arc there liver sections among these?” Jack asked 
hopefully. 



Laurie’s day had not gone an)thing like she'd ozde- 
pated. She’d planned on doing only one anters*-' het: 
ended up doing two. And then George Fonr^rth rrz 
into trouble tvith his multiple gunshot wund ease, arre 
Laurie volunteered to help him. Even wiri: -o 
Laurie didn t get out of the pit until three. 

After changing into her street clothes, Lande ^ 
her way up to her office when she caught sdr- c-*'^ihrda 
in the mortuary office. He’d just com^e on fe'^d 
bus}' putting the office in order after the tnntidr — -r 
normal day. Laurie made a detour and snick 
the door. — 


‘We found Franconi’s X-rays,” she said - 

turned out that floater that came in the other r-fc^-T 
our missing man.” ’ '' ~ 

Mzrvm said. ‘Tar ocn" 

..c„? made the identification.” uj=i^ ^ 
So I m extra glad you took them.” ' 

^ It s my job,” Marvin said. 

No problem,” Marvin said. 

Liune got about four stcos — 

™u„d and remn.ad » = — 

he Jittered and dosed the doo- teid = 

M-rniookedatherquesdooihr'^ 

vVouJd you inind if i dd 

b=^vcenyouandmeJ”Lanrie‘aid ■ " 

t guess not,” Marvtr, , -J 

“ni, • , "^2rvm said war~- 

s2’ d ■- - 

«p,r ^ ^^tnoon befo-- ? - 

Of «>®e." Man™ said ' 
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“Hey, I’m glad you called,” Ix)u said. “Remc 
what I told you this morning about the tip it w: 
Luda people who stole Franconi’s remains fror 
morgue? We just got confirmation from another sc 
I thought you might like to know.” 

“Interesting,” Jack said. “Now I have a qucstic 
you.” 

“Shoot,” Lou said. 

Jack outlined the reasons for his belief tliat 
Franconi might have traveled abroad for his liver 
plant. He added that according to the man’s m( 
he’d taken a trip to a supposed spa four to six ’ 
previously. 

“What I want to know is, is there a way to fin 
by talking to Customs if Franconi left the co 
recently, and if so, where did he go?” 

“Either Customs or the Immigration and Natu 
ation,” Lou said. “Your best bet would be Immigi 
unless, of course, he brought back so much stuff h 
to pay duty. Besides, I have a fiiend in Immign 
That way I can get the information much fester 
going through the usual bureaucratic channels. Wai 
to check?” 

“I’d love it,” Jack said. “Tliis case is bugging th 
out of me.” 

“My pleasure,” Lou said. “As I said this morni 
owe you.” 

Jack hung up the phone with a tiny glimmer of 
that he’d thought of a new angle. Feeling a bit 
optimistic, he leaned forward, looked into his n 
scope, and began to focus. 
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chewed on her lower lip. She knew she was missing 
something. “I have an idea,” she said suddenly. “Maybe 
you should describe to me the exact sequence you go 
through when a body leaves here.” 

“You mean cvcrydiing that happens?” Manin said. 

Please, Laurie said. “I mean, I have a general idea, 
but I don’t know the specifics.” 

‘mere do you want me to start?” Mar\'in asked. 

“Right from the beginning,” Laurie said. “Rich; 
from the moment you get the call fi-om the 
home.” 


“Okay,” Margin said. “The call comes in, and 
say they^’re fi-om so-and-so fiineral home and thp 
to do a pick-up. So they give me the name 
accession number.” 

“fiat’s it?” Laurie asked. “Then you han^ 

No,” Marvin said. “I put them on holdup 

the accession number into the computer. I cc 
sure the body has been released by vou 
find out where it is.” ' " " ~ ' 

‘‘So then you go back to the phone and ^ - 
I say it’s okay,” Manin said ‘T t““ ^ ' 

body ready. I guess I usually as^ 

I mean, no rro - 

^ ^ tc not going to be here — 

.somctliing.” " 

“Then what?” Laurie said. 

I get the body and check rhe - 

Manin said. “Then I pur it i- I 

cocker. We always pur diem 
J'clmc them up in the order:. 

it makes it easier for the d-=— 

“And then what happe^;-! 
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Laurie glanced into tlie c\'epieces as Jack leaned to 
the side. “It looks like a tiny granuloma in a liver,” she 
said. 

“That’s right,” Jack said. “It’s from one of those tiny 
pieces I was able to find of Franconi’s liver.” 

“Hmmm,” Laurie commented, continuing to look 
into tlie microscope. “That’s weird they would have used 

infected liver for a transplant. You’d tliink they would 
have screened the donor better. Are there a lot of these 
tiny granulomas?” 

“Maureen has only given me one slide of the liver so 
far,” Jack said. “And that’s the only granuloma I found, 
so my guess would be that there aren’t a lot. But I did 
see one on the frozen section. Also on tlic frozen section 
were tiny collapsed cysts on the surface of tlie liver which 
would have been visible to the naked eye. TTlic transplant 
team must have known and didn’t care.” 

“At least there’s no general inflammation,” Laurie 
said. “So the transplant was being tolerated prettv’ well.” 

“Extremely well,” Jack said. “Too well, but that’s 
another issue, ^^^^at do you think tliat is under the 
pointer?” 

Laurie played svith the focus so that she could sisually 
move up and dosvn in the section. Tlicrc were a few 
•furious flecks of basophilic material. “I don’t know. I 
can’t even be sure it’s not artifact.” 

“Don’t know, cither,” Jack said. “Unless it’s wh.it 

stimulated tlie granuloma.” 

“Tliat’s a thougl-it,” Laurie said. She straightened up. 
“Wiat did you mean by the liver being tolerated too 
well?” 

“Tlie lab reported that Franconi had not been talung 
any immunosuppressant drugs,” Jack said. Tint seem 

\ 
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*^Thcn they come,” Marvin said with another shrug. 

“And what happens w'hcn they arrive?” Laurie asked. 

“They come in here and we fill out a receipt,” Manin 
said. “It’s all got to be documented. I mean they have 
to sign to indicate they have accepted custody.” 

“Okay,” Laurie said. “And then you go back and get 
the body?” 

“Yeah, or one of them gets it,’' Marvin said. “All of . 
them have been in and out of here a million times.” 

“Is there any final ched^’’ Laurie asked. 

‘Tou bet,” Manin said. “^Vc alwa\-s check the 
accession nimibcr one more time before they wheel 
the body out of here. We ha\x to indicate that being 
done on the doamients. It w'ould be embarrassing if the 
drivers got back to the home and realized they had 
rirc WTong corpse.” 

“Sounds like a good sv-stem,” Laurie said, and she 
meant it. With so many checks it would be hard to 
subvxrt such a procedure, 

“It's been working for decades without a screwup,” 
Manin said. “Of course, the computer helps. Before 
that, all tliey had was the logbook.” 

“Thanks, Manin." Laurie said, 

“Hey, no problem. Doc,” Manin said. 

Laurie left the mortuarv* office. Before going up to < 
her own she stopped off on the second floor to get a 
snack out of the vending machines in the lunch room. 
Reasonably fortified, she went up to the fifth floor. 
Seeing Jack's office door ajar, she w'alkcd over and 
peeked in. Jack was at his microscope, 

“Somcdiing interesting?” she asked. 

Jack looked up and si^cd. “Verv*,’’ he said. “Want 
to rake a look?’’ 
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“You’ve got it,” Laurie said. “I’m amazed. Did he 
give any reason?” 

“He said tlicy wanted to release the information right 
away to sec if it would smoke out any more tips from 
informers. He said it worked to an extent. They got a 
tip which was later confirmed that Franconi’s body had 
been taken under orders from tlie Lucia crime family.” 

“Good griefl” Laurie said and shuddered. “This case 
is starting to remind me too much of the Cerino affair.” 

“I know what you mean,” Jack said. “Instead of eyes, 
it’s livers.” 

“You don’t suppose there’s a private hospital here in 
the United States that’s doing undercover liver trans- 
plants, do you?” Laurie asked. 

“I can’t imagine,” Jack said. “No doubt there could 
be big money involved, but there is the issue of supply. I 
mean, there’s seven thousand plus people in this country 
waiting for livers as it is. Few of these people have the 
money to make it worthwhile.” 

“I wish I w'erc as confident as you,” Laurie said. 
“The profit motive has taken over American medicine 
by storm.” 

“But the big money in medicine is in volume,” Jack 
said. “There arc too few w'calthy people who need livers. 
The investment in the physical plant and the requisite 
sccrcq' wouldn’t pay off, especially without a supply of 
organs. You’d have to postulate some modern version 
of Burke and Hare, and although such a scenario might 
work in a B mo\ie, in reality it w'ould be too risky and 
uncertain. No businessman in his right mind would go 
for it, no matter how venal.” 

“Maybe you have a point,” Laurie said. 

“I’m conrinced there’s something else involved 
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highly improbable since there is no general infli 
mation.” 

“Are we sure it was a transplant?” Laurie asked. 

“Absolutely,” Jack said. He summarized what ' 
Lynch had reported to him. 

Laurie was as puzzled as Jack. “Except for idem 
twins I can’t imagine two people’s DQ alpha sequer 
being exacdy the same,” she said. 

“It sounds like you know more about it than I d 
Jack said. “Until a couple of days ago, I’d never e 
heard of DQ alpha.” 

“Have you made any headway as to where Franc 
could have had this transplant?” Laurie asked. 

“I wish,” Jack said. He then told Laurie about Ba 
vain efforts. Jack explained that he himself had sper 
good portion of the previous night calling centers 
over Europe. 

“Good Lord!” Laurie remarked. 

“I’ve even enlisted Lou’s help,” Jack said. “I for 
out from Franconi’s mother that he’d gone off to w 
she thought was a spa and came home a new man. 1 
thinking that’s when he might have gotten the tra 
plant. Unfortunately, she has no idea where he we 
Lou’s checking Immigration to see if he’d gone out 
the country.” 

“If anyone can find out, Lou can,” Laurie said. 

“By the way,” Jack said assuming a teasingly super 
air. “Lou ’fessed up that he was the sotirce of the k 
about Franconi to the newspapers.” 

“I don’t believe it,” Laurie said. 

“I got it from the horse’s mouth,” Jack said. “Sc 
expect an abject apology.” 
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day involving her uncompleted eases. But she found it 
difficult to concentrate. 

Jack’s gcncrosit)’ in crediting her with providing the 
breakthrough in the Franconi case only made her feel 
guilty for not coming up vvitli a working hv-podicsis 
about how Franconi’s body was taken. Seeing the effort 
Jack was expending on the case made her want to 
redouble her efforts. 

Pulling out a fresh sheet of paper, Laurie began to 
vvTitc dovvTi everything Marvin had related. Her intuition 
told her tliat Franconi’s mysterious abduction had to 
involve tlic two bodies that went out the same night. 
And now that Lou had said die Lucia crime family was 
implicated, she was more convinced dian ever that the 
Spoletto Funeral Home was somehow involved. 


Raymond replaced the phone and raised his eyes to 
Darlene who’d come into his study. 

“Well'” Darlene asked. She had her blond hair pulled 
back into a ponytail. She’d been working out on an 
exercise bike in dte other room and was clodied in sexy 
workout gear. 

Raymond leaned back in his desk chair and sigiicd. 
He even smiled. “Things seem to be working out,” he 
said. “That was the GenSys operational officer up in 
Cambridge, Ma-ss. Tlie plane will be available tomorrow- 
evening so ril be on my way to Africa. Of course, we’ll 
stop to refuel, but I don’t know where yet.” 

“Can I comer” Darlene asked hopefully. 

“I'm afraid not, dear,” Raymond said. He re-* 
out and took her by the hand. He knew re'- 
difficult over the previous couple of days ari "e* 



324 


iRoMn Cook 


here,” Jack said. “There are just too many unexplained 
facts from the DQ alpha nonsense to the fret that 
Franconi wasn’t taking any immimosuppressant drugs. 
We’re missing something: something key, something 
unexpected.” 

“What an effort!” Latuie exclaimed. “One thing is 
for sure, I’m glad I foisted this case onto you.” 

“Thanks for nothing,” Jack quipped. “It’s certainly a 
frustrating case. On a happier note, last night at basket- 
ball, Warren told me that Natalie has been asking about 
you. What do you say that we all get together this 
weekend for dinner and maybe a movie, provided they 
don’t have any plans?” 

“I’d enjoy that very much,” Laurie said. “I hope you 
told Warren that I was asking about them as well.” 

“I did,” Jack adnaitted. “Not to change the subject, 
but how was your day? Did you make any headway in 
figuring out how Franconi managed to go on his over- 
night? I mean, Lou telling us that a crime femily was 
responsible isn’t telling us a whole bunch. We need 
specifics.” 

“Unfortunately, no,” Laurie admitted. “I was caught 
in the pit imtil just a litde while ago. I’ve gotten nothing 
done that I’d planned.” 

“Too bad,” Jack said with a smile. “With my lack of 
progress, I might have to rely on you providing the 
breakthrough.” 

After promises to talk with each other by phone that 
evening, specifically about the weekend plans, Laurie 
headed to her own office. With good intentions she sat 
down at her desk and started to go through, the lab 
reports and other correspondence that had come in that 
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“Evci^thing is back to normal,” Siegfried said. 
“Except for one incident when they went back to the 
staging area around lunch time.” 

“That hardly sounds normal,” RavTnond complained. 

“Calm do%\Ti,” Siegfried said. “They only went back 
to look for Melanie Beckett's sunglasses. Nevertlieless, 
tltey ended up getting fired at again by the soldiers I’d 
posted out there.” Siegfiicd laughed heartily. 

Raymond waited until Siegfiaed had calmed dowm. 

“What’s so funny?” Ratmond asked. 

“Those numbskull soldiers shot out Melanie’s rear 
window,” Siegfried said. “It made her very angry, but it 
had the desired effect. Now I’m really sure tliey won't 
be going out there again.” 

“I should hope not,” Raymond said. 

“Besides, I had an opportunity to have a drink with 
the nvo women this afternoon,” Siegfried said. “I hat-c 
a feeling our nerdy researcher has something risque 
going on.” 

“^^^lat are you talking about?” Raymond asked. 

“I don’t believe he’ll be having the time or the energy 
to worr)’ about smoke from Isla Francesca,” Siesri^ei 
said. “I drink he’s got himself involved in a menace i 
trois.” 

“Seriously?” Raymond asked. Such an idea seemed 
preposterous for the Kevin Marshall Ramond knrrr. In 
all of Raymond’s dealings with Kevin Marshall he'd never 
expressed the slightest interest in the opposite sex. The 
idea he d have the inclination and stamina for one 
woman let alone two seemed ludicrous. 

“That was the implication I got,” Siegfried said. “You 
should have heard die two women carrving on about 
tlicir cute researcher. That’s what they c^ed him. And 
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He guided her around the desk and urged her to sit ot 
his lap. As soon as she did, he was sorry. She was, aftc 
all, a big woman. 

“With the patient and the surgical team, there’ll bi 
too many people on the plane on the return trip,” hi 
managed, even though his face was becoming red. 

Darlene sighed and pouted, “I never get to g< 
anywhere.” 

“Next time,” Raymond croaked. He patted her oi 
her back and eased her up into a standing position. “It’ 
just a short trip. There and back. It’s not going to b' 
fiin.” 

With a sudden burst of tears Darlene fled from th' 
room. Raymond considered following her to consol 
her, but a glance at his desk clock changed his mind. I 
was after three and therefore after nine in Cogo. If hi 
wanted to talk to Siegfried, he felt he’d better try now. 

Raymond called the manager’s home. The house 
keeper put Siegfried on the line. 

“Things still going okay?” Raymond asked expec 
tantly. 

“Perfectly,” Siegfried said. “My last update on th< 
Tj patient’s condition was fine. He couldn’t be doing an) 
' better.” 

“That’s reassuring,” Raymond said. 

“I suppose that means our harvest bonuses ■wUl be 
forthcoming,” Siegfried said. 

“Of course,” Raymond said, although he knew there 
would be a delay. With the necessity of raising twenty 
thousand cash for Vinnie Dominick, bonuses would have 
to wait until the next initiation fee came in. 

“What about the situation with Kevin Marshall?” 
Raymond asked. 
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no idea whether they were a true finding, and if they 
were, what they were. 

Ha\ing exhausted his histological and pathological 
knowledge with respect to the slide, he was about to 
take it over to the pathologj' department at New York 
University Hospital when his phone rang. It w'as Chet’s 
call from North Carolina, so Jack asked the appropriate 
^^•qucstion and wrote down the response. Hanging up the 
phone, Jack got his jacket fi-om the file cabinet. ^Yith 
the jacket on, he picked up the microscopic slide only 

to have the phone ring again. This time it was Lou 
Soldano. 


Bingo. Lou said cheerfully. “I got some good news 
for you.” 

“I’m aU ears,” Jack said. He slipped out of his bomber 
jacket and sat down. 

I put in a call to my fiiend in Immigration, and he 

I asked him 
on the line. I could 
sernn^ I entering the name into the computer. Two 

countn- Franconi entered the 

ninth thirt)'-seven days ago on January twenty- 

1 Teterboro in New Jersey.” 

«i., of Teterboro,” Jack said. 

^ P^'ate airport,” Lou said. “It’s for gcncMl 
because of fancy' corporate jcK out thrrr- 

“Was r ^ ‘ pe-oximity' to the city'.” 

”1 A Peanconi on a corporate jet?” ^ 

me numben ^ 

<t\t* - .fcw K 



-starve 

fceiicb EslIthccoTOi^ 

for each other ah the ^e. If you hj. to v,^„ 
cverytiunsto go feoup channels, nothing ^ c-i- 
^ “It’s certainly convenient for me to take anvansgt o i 

your Vi'eb of contacts,’ jack said. ^ 

“So you tvant me to call my friend at tot rJ:irL.' -ou 


asked. 

“I’ll be much obliged,” ]ack said, 

“Hey, it’s my pleasure,” Lou said, “i bs^e t-feeuiE 
that the more I help you the more Fc bsreg rrroet, 
I’d like nothing better than to have diis case solved. It 
might save my job.” 

“I’m leaving my office to run over to the University 
Hospital,” lack said. ‘'W’hat if I call you back in a half- 
hour or sol” 


“Perfect,” Lou said before discoonectiiig, 
lack shook his head. like cvemhmg else tvitit thi.s 
case, the informatioti he’d gotten ffiom Lou rvar hotit 
surprising and confusing. France pmbshlv Tsr tfreiar. 
country jack suspected Franceni tr, hss'esisTrei'. 

_ After donning fie cr,at for tire:feitnd time ikkVeft- 
hu office. Grven ±e pr.'.'nmity oTtlie 'Lnn-err.ite Lfm-,- 
pital, he didn’t bo'her-ahlt hiv mVe Tf omv ‘ooknm 
minutes by foot. ' ' 

Inside the busy mefrat emtim. V,: -he 

up to the patholoev ' ' '■ 

Dr. Malovar would bt " 

P».m ,k Held, ,nd r,^.-,uS,.L ;f ir 
was one of the sham-- r he 

snarpe., jsdcha.d esxr met, 
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from?” Jack asked as he wrote down the alphanumeric 
characters and the date. 

“Oh yeah,” Lou said. “That’s gotta be filed. The 
plane came from Lyon, France.” 

“Nah, it couldn’t have,” Jack said. 

“That’s what’s in the computer,” Lou said. “Why 
don’t you think it’s correct?” 

“Because I talked \vith the French organ allocation' 
organization early this morning,” Jack said. “They had 
no record of an American with the name of Franconi, 
and they categorically denied they’d be transplanting ^ 
American since they have a long waiting list for French 
citizens.” 

“The information that Immigration has must corre- 
late with the flight plan filed with both the FAA and the 
European equivalent,” Lou said. “At least that’s how I 
understand it.” 

“Do you think your friend in Immigration has a 
contact in France?” Jack asked. 

“It wouldn’t surprise me,” Lou said. “Those upper- 
echelon guys have to cooperate with each other. I can 
ask him. Why would you like to know?” 

“If Franconi was in France I’d like to find out the 
day he arrived,” Jack said. “And I’d like to know anyL 
other information the French might have on where he 
went in the country. They keep close tabs on most non- 
European foreigners through their hotels.” 

“Okay, let me see what I can do,” Lou said. “Let me 
call him, and I’ll call you back.” 

“One other thing,” Jack said. “How can we find out 
who owns N69SU?” 

“That’s easy,” Lou said. “All you have to do is call 
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Dr. Malovar looked up at Jack. “Interesting!” he said, 
which was a high compliment coming from him. Because 
of his hearing problem, he spoke loudly. “There’s a small 
granuloma of the liver as well as the cicatrix of another. 
Looking at the granuloma, I think I might be seeing 
some merozoites, but I can’t be sure.” 

Jack nodded. He assumed that Dr. Malovar was refer- 
^ring to the tiny basophilic flecks Jack had seen in die 
core of the granuloma. 

Dr. Malovar reached for his phone. He called a col- 
league and asked him to come over for a moment. Within 
minutes, a tall, thin, overly serious, African-American 
man in a long white coat appeared. Dr. Malovar intro- 
duced him as Dr. Colin Osgood, chief of parasitologj'. 

“Wliat’s your opinion, Colin.>” Dr. Malovar asked as 
he gestured toward his microscope. 

Dr. Osgood looked at the slide for a few seconds 
longer than Dr. Malovar had before responding. “Defi- 
nitely parasitic,” he intoned ivith his eyes still glued 
to the eye pieces. “Those are merozoites, but I don’t 
recognize diem. It’s either a new species or a parasite 
not seen in humans. I recommend that Dr. Lander 
Hammersmith idew it and render his opinion.” 

“Good idea,” Dr. Malovar said. He looked at Jack. 
' '^Vbuld you mind leaving this overnight? I’ll have Dr. 
Hammersmith view it in the morning.” 

“Wflio is Dr. Hammersmith?” Jack asked. 

“He’s a veterinary padiologist,” Dr. Osgood said. 

“Fine by me,” Jack said agreeably. Having the slide 
reviewed by a vetcrinar)’^ pathologist was somediing he’d 
not diought of. 

After dianking both men. Jack went back out^o the 
sccrctar)'^ and asked if he could use a phone. ■" 
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Jack made it a point to go to seminars Dr. Malova 
offered once a month. So when Jack had a questioi 
about pathology, he didn’t go to Bingham becaus 
Bingham’s strong point was forensics, not general patho 
logy. Instead, Jack went to Dr. Malovar. 

“The professor’s in his lab as usual,” the harrie( 
pathology department secretary said. “You know wher 
it is?” 

Jack nodded and walked down to the aged, frosted 
glass door which led to what was known as “Malovar’ 
lair.” Jack knocked. When there was no response, hi 
tried the door. It was unlocked. Inside, he found Di 
Malovar bent over his beloved microscope. The elder! 
man looked a little like Einstein with wild gray hair anc 
a full mustache. He also had kyphotic posture as if hi; 
body had been specifically designed to bend over an< 
peer into a microscope. Of his five senses only his hearing 
had deteriorated over the years. 

The professor greeted Jack cursorily while hungril) 
eyeing the slide in his hand. He loved people to brinj 
him problematic cases, a fact that Jack had taken advan- 
tage of on many occasion. 

Jack tried to give a little history of the case as he 
passed the slide to the professor, but Dr. Malovar lifted 
his hand to quiet him. Dr. Malovar was a true detectivt 
who didn’t want anyone rise’s impressions to influence 
his own. The aged professor replaced the slide he’d been 
studying with Jack’s. Without a word, he scanned it for 
all of one minute. 

Raising his head, Dr. Malovar put a drop of oil on the 
slide and switched to his oil-immersion lens for higher 
magnification. Once again, he examined the slide for 
only a matter of seconds. 
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point that the flight plan and the Immigration infor- 
mation had to correlate.” 

“They do!” Lou said. “Saying the plane came from 
Lyon, France, doesn’t mean anybody or cverj'body got 
out. It could have refueled for all I know,” 

“Good point,” Jack said. “I didn’t think of that. How 
can we find out.>” 

“I suppose I can call my fiiend back at the FAA,” 
Lou said. 

“Great,” Jack said. “I’m heading back to my office 
at the morgue. You want me to call you or you call me?” 

“I’ll call you,” Lou said. 


After Laurie had written do\vn all that she could 
remember from her conversation wth Marvin con- 
cerning how bodies were picked up by funeral homes, 
she’d put the paper aside and ignored it while she did 
some other busywork. A half-hour later, she picked it 
back up. 

With her mind clear, she tried to read it wth fresh 
eyes. On the second read-through, something jumped 
out at her: namely, how many times the term “accession 
number” appeared. Of course, she wasn’t surprised, 
/^ftcr all, the accession number was to a body what a 
Social Security number was to a living individual. It was 
a form of identification tliat allowed tlie morgue to keep 
track of die thousands of bodies and consequent paper- 
vv'ork that passed drrough its portals. \Vlicncvcr a body 
arriv'cd at the medical c,vaminer’s office, the first thing 
that happened was that it vv’as given an accession number. 
Tlic second diing drat happened was that a tag vvith the 
number vv'as tied around the big toe. 
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retary directed him to an empty desk and told him t 
push nine for an outside line. Jack called Lou at polic 
headquarters. 

“Hey, glad you called,” Lou said. “I think I’m gettin 
some interesting stuff here. First of all, the plane is quit 
a plane. It’s a G4. Does that mean anything to you?” 

“I don’t think so,” Jack said. From Lou’s tone 
sounded as if it should have. 

“It stands for Gulfftream 4,” Lou explained. “It 
what you would call the Rolls Royce of the corporal 
jet. It’s like twenty million bucks.” 

“I’m impressed,” Jack said. 

“You should be,” Lou said. “Okay, let’s see what els 
I learned. Ah, here it is; The plane is owned by Alph 
Aviation out of Reno, Nevada. Ever hear of them?” 

“Nope,” Jack said. “Have you?” 

“Not me,” Lou said. “Must be a leasing organizatior 
Let’s see, what else? Oh, yeah! This might be the mo: 
interesting. My friend from Immigration called hi 
counterpart in France at his home, if you can believe ii 
and asked about Carlo Franconi’s recent French holida; 
Apparently, this French bureaucrat can access the Immi 
gration mainframe from his own PC, because gue: 
what?” 

“I’m on pins and needles,” Jack said. 

“Franconi never visited France!” Lou said. “Nc 
unless he had a fake passport and fake name. There’s n 
record of his entering or departing.” 

“So what’s this about the plane incontrovertibl 
coming from Lyon, France?” Jack demanded. 

“Hey, don’t get testy,” Lou said. 

“I’m not,” Jack said. “I was only responding to you 
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computer terminal. His was the body picked up by tli 
Spoletto Funeral Home. 

What popped up on the screen surprised her. 
“Good griefl” Laurie exclaimed. 


Lou was having a great time. Contrary to the gener; 
public’s romantic image of detective work, actual gurr 
shoeing was an exhausting, thankless task. What Lou v/j 
doing now, namely sitting in the comfort of his office an 
making productive telephone calls, was both entertainin 
and fulfilling. It was also nice to say hello to o! 
acquaintances. 

“My word, Soldano!” Mark Servert commcntzc 
Mark was Lou’s contact at the FAA in Oklahoma C.c 
“I don’t hear from you for a year and then mice m ± 
samc day. This must be some case.” 

“It’s a corker,” Lou said. “And I have a foIIc”c: 
question. We found out that the G4 plane I called rc: 
about earlier had flown from Lyon, France, to Teterhcr; 
New Jersey, on January twenty-ninth. However, the gr; 
we’re interested in didn’t pass through French Imrni 
gration. So, we’re wondering if it’s possible to find cm 
where N69SU came from before it landed in Lycn. 

- -^“Now that’s a tricky question,” Mark said. “I knr," 
tlic ICAO ...” 

“Wait a second,” Lou interrupted. “Keen tr.e s“- 
mins to a minimum. What’s the ICAO.'” 

“International Civil Aviation Organizsmn;, 
said. “I know they file all flight plans nr rr.. - 
Europe.” 

^ Perfect,” Lou said. “Anybody them 

“There’s someone I can” call,” Msdr - 
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Looking at the word “accession,” Laurie realized to 
her surprise that if asked she wouldn’t have been able 
to define it. It was a word she’d just accepted and used 
on a daily basis. Every laboratory slip and report, every 
X-ray film, every investigator’s report, every document 
intramurally had the accession number. In many ways, it 
was more important than the victim’s name. 

Taking her American Heritage dictionary firom its^ 
shelf, Laurie looked up the word “accession.” As she 
began reading the definitions, none of them made any 
sense in the context of the word’s use at the morgue, 
until the next to last entry. There it was defined as 
“admittance.” In other words, the accession number was 
just another way of saying admittance number. 

Laurie searched for the accession numbers and names 
of the bodies that had been picked up during the night 
shift of March fourth when Franconi’s body disappeared. 
She found the piece of scratch paper beneath a slide tray. 
On it was written: Dorothy IQine #101455 and Frank 
Gleason #100385. 

Thanks to her musing about accession numbers, 
Laurie noticed something she’d not paid any attention 
to before. The fact that the accession numbers differed 
by over a thousand! That was strange because thir. 
numbers were given out sequentially. Knowing the 
approximate volume of bodies processed through the 
morgue, Laurie estimated that there must have been 
several weeks separation between the arrivals of these 
two individuals. 

The time differential was strange since bodies rarely 
stayed at the morgue more than a couple of days, so 
Laurie keyed Frank Gleason’s accession number into her 
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First, he tried telephone information in Reno. There 
was no listing for Alpha A\'iation. Lou wasn’t surprised. 
Next, he called die Reno police department. He 
explained who he was and asked to be connected to his 
equivalent, die head of Homicide. His name was Paul 
Hersey. 

After a few minutes of friendly banter, Lou gave Paul 
a thumbnail sketch of die Franconi case. Then he asked 
about Alpha A\iation. 

“Never heard of diem,” Paul said. 

“The FAA said it was out of Reno, Nevada,” Lou 
said. 

“That’s because Nevada’s an easy state to incorporate 
in,” Paul explained. “And here in Reno we’ve got a slew 
of high-priced law firms who spend their time doing 
nodiing else.” 

“Wliat’s your suggestion about getting die lowdoivTi 
on the organization?” Lou asked. 

“Call die Office of the Nevada Secretary of State in 
Carson City,” Paul said. “If Alpha Aviation is incorpor- 
ated in Nevada, it will be on public record. Want us to 
call for you?” 

“I’ll call,” Lou said. “At this point. I’m not esen r~: 
w'hat I want to know.” 

“We can at least give you the number,” Paul sale, h: 
went off the line fc 
bark an order to a 
back and gave Lc 
added; “They sho 
trouble, call me ba 
Carson City for w 
He’s head of Hon 
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wouldn’t do you much good. The ICAO shreds all thei 
files after fifteen days. It’s not stored.” 

“Wonderful,” Lou commented sarcastically. 

“The same goes for the European Air Traffic Contro 
Center m Brussels,” Mark said. “There’s just too mud 
material, considering all the commercial flights.” 

“So, there’s no way,” Lou remarked. 

“I’m thinking,” Mark said. 

“You want to call me back?” Lou said. “I’ll be hen 
for another hour or so.” 

“Yeah, let me do that,” Mark said. 

Lou was about to hang up when he heard Mark yel 
his name. 

“I just thought of something else,” Mark said 
“There’s an organization called Central Flow Manage- 
ment with offices in both Paris and Brussels. They’re the 
ones who provide the slot times for takeofis and landings, 
They handle all of Europe except for Austria and Slov- 
enia. Who knows why those coimtries aren’t involved? 
So, if N69SU came from anyplace other than Austria oi 
Slovenia, their flight plan should be on file.” 

“Do you know anybody in that organization?” Lou 
asked. 

“No, but I know somebody who does,” Mark said. 
“Let me see if I can find out for you.” -i- 

“Hey, I appreciate it,” Lou said. 

“No problem,” Mark said. 

Lou hung up the phone and then drummed his pencil 
on the surface of his scarred and battle-worn gray-metal 
desk. There were innumerable burn marks where he’d 
left smoldering cigarette butts. He was thinking about 
Alpha Aviation and wondering how to run down the 
organization. 
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“Hmmmm,” Brenda commented. “Actually, in this 
instance there’s only one name and address.” 

“One person is wearing all those hats?” 

“According to tliis document,” Brenda said. 

“What’s the name and address?” Lou asked. He 
reached for a piece of paper. 

“It’s Samuel Hartman of the firm, Wheeler, Hartman, 
Gottlieb, and Sawyer. Their address is Eight Rodeo 
Drive, Reno.” 

“That sounds like a law firm,” Lou said. 

“It is,” Brenda said. “I recognize the name.” 

“That’s no help!” Lou said. He knew that the chances 
of getting any information out of a law firm were 
unlikely. 

“A lot of Nevada corporations arc set up like tltis,” 
Brenda explained. “But let’s see if there arc any 
amendments.” 

Lou was already thinking of calling Paul back to get 
the rundown on Samuel Hartman, when Brenda made 
a murmur of discover)'. 

“There arc amendments,” she said. “At tlic first board 
meeting of Alpha Management, Mr. Hartman resigned 
as president and secretary. In his place Frederick Rouse 
was appointed.” 

“Is tlicrc an address for Mr. Rouse?” Lou asked. 

“There is,” Brenda said. “His tide is Chief Financial 
Officer of the GenSys Corporation. The address is 150 
Kendall Square, Cambridge, Massachusetts.” 

Lou got all the information \sTittcn do\\Ti and diankcd 
Brenda. He was particularly appreciative because he 
couldn’t imagine getting the same service from his outi 
Secretary of State’s Office in Albany. 

Lou was about to call Jack to give him the information 
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A few minutes later Lou was on the line with the 
fffice of the Nevada Secretary of State. An operator 
}nnected him to a clerk, who couldn’t have been nicer 
r more cooperative. Her name was Brenda Whitehall. 
Lou explained that he was interested to find out all 
: could about Alpha Aviation out of Reno, Nevada. 

“Just a moment, please,” Brenda said. Lou could hear 
le woman typing the name onto a keyboard. “Okay, 
;re it is,” she added. “Hang on and let me pull the 
ilder.” 

Lou lifted his feet up onto his desk and leaned back 
1 his chair. He felt an almost irresistible urge to light 
p, but he fought it. 

“I’m back,” Brenda said. Lou could hear the rustle 
f papers. “Now what is it that you want to know?” 
“What do you have?” Lou asked. 

“I have the Articles of Incorporation,” Brenda said, 
here was a short period of silence while she read, then 
re added: “It’s a limited partnership and the general 
artner is Alpha Management.” 

“What does that mean in plain English?” Lou asked. 
I’m not a lawyer or a businessman.” 

“It simply means that Alpha Management is the cor- 
oration that runs the limited partnership,” Brenda said 
aticntly. 

“Does it have any people’s names?” Lou asked. 

“Of course,” Brenda said. “The Articles of Incorpor- 
ion have to have the names and addresses of the 
irectors, the registered agent for service of process, and 
le officers of the corporation.” 

“That sounds encouraging,” Lou said. “Could you 
ve them to me?” 

Lou could hear the sound of rustling papers. 
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mind,” Mark admitted. “I suppose that’s why you’re an 
engaging detective, and I’m a boring FAA bureaucrat.” 

Lou laughed. “Engaging I’m not. On the contrarj'. 
I’m afraid this job has made me cj'nicaJ and suspicious.” 

“It’s better than being boring,” Mark said. 

Lou thanked his friend for his help, and after dicy 
exchanged the usual well-meaning promises to get 
together, they hung up. 

For a few minutes, Lou sat and marveled at why a 
twenty-million-doUar airplane was carrj'ing a midlevel 
crime boss from Queens, New York, from some African 
country Lou had never heard of Such a third-world 
backwater certainly wasn’t a medical mecca w’hcrc a 
person would go to ha\'e sophisticated surgerj' like a liver 
transplant. 


After entering Frank Gleason’s accession number into 
the computer, Laurie sat pondering the apparent discrep- 
ancy for some time. She’d tried to imagine what tlic 
information meant in terms of the Franconi body disap- 
pearance. Slowly, an idea took root. 

Suddenly pushing back from her desk, Laurie headed 
to the morgue level to look for Marvin. He wasn’t in 
the mortuary office. She found him by stepping into the 
walk-in cooler. He was busj' moving the gurneys around 
to prepare for body pickups. 

The moment Laurie entered tlic cooler, she flashed 
on tire horrid experience she’d had during tlic Ccrino 
affair inside the walk-in unit. The memorv’ made her 
distinctly uncomfortable, and she decided against 
attempting to have a conv'crsation with vyililc 
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)out the ownership of the plane, when the phone liter- 
ly rang under his hand. It was Mark Servert calling 
ick already. 

“You are in luck,” Mark said. “The fellow I’m 
:quaintcd with who knows people in the Central Flow 
lanagement organization in Europe happened to be on 
le job when I called him. In fact, he’s in your neck of the 
oods. He’s out at Kennedy Airport, helping direct air 
affic across the north Adantic. He talks to these Central 
low Management people all the tiihe, so he slipped in 
query about N69SU on January twenty-ninth. Appar- 
idy, it popped right up on the screen. N69SU flew into 
yon from Bata, Equatorial Guinea.” 

“Whoa!” Lou said. “Where’s that?” 

“Beats me,” Mark said. “Without looking at a map, 
d guess West Africa,” 

“Curious,” Lou said. 

“It’s also curious that as soon as the plane touched 
own in Lyon, France, it radioed to obtain a slot time 
3 depart for Teterboro, New Jersey,” Mark said. “Near 
s I can figure, it just sat on the runway until it got 
Icarance.” 

“Maybe it refueled,” Lou offered. 

“Could be,” Mark said. “Even so, I would have 
xpected them to have filed a through-flight plan with a 
top in Lyon, rather than two separate flight plans. I 
lean, they could have gotten hung up in Lyon for 
ours. It was taking a chance.” 

“Maybe they just changed their minds,” Lou said. 

“It’s possible,” Mark agreed. 

“Or maybe they didn’t want anyone knowing they 
'ere coming from Equatorial Guinea,” Lou suggested. 

“Now, that’s an idea that wouldn’t have crossed my 
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said. “There was also something else you said that I’ve 
been mulling over. You said that sometimes you don’t 
get the body yourself but rather one of the funeral home 
people does.” 

“Sometimes,” Marvin said. “But it only happens if 
two people come and if they’ve been here lots of times 
so they know the process. It’s just a way of speeding 
things up. One of them goes to the cooler to get the 
body while me and the other guy finish the documents.” 

“How well do you know Mike Passano?” Laurie 
asked. 

“As well as I know most of the other techs,” Marvan 
said. 

“You and I have known each other for six years,” 
Laurie said. “I think of us as friends.” 

“Yeah, I suppose,” Mar%in said warily. 

“I’d like you to do something for me as a friend,” 
Laurie said. “But only if it doesn’t make you feel 
uncomfortable.” 

“Like what?” Mai^an said. 

“I’d like you to call Mike Passano and tell him that I 
found out that one of the bodies that he sent out the 
night Franconi disappeared was an unidentified corpse.” 

“That’s strange, man!” Marvin said. “^Miy would I 
be calling liim rather tlian just waiting for him to come 
on duty?” 

“You can act like you just heard it, which is tlie case,” 
Laurie said. “And you can say tliat you drought he 
should know right away since he was on duty that night.” 

“I don’t know, man,” Margin said unconvinced. 

“The key tiling is that coming from you, it won’t be 
confrontational,” Laurie said. “If I call, he’ll think I’m 
accusing him, and I’m interested to hear his reaction 
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inside. Instead, she asked him to meet her back in tl 
mortuary office when he was finished. 

Five minutes later, Marvin appeared. He plopped 
sheaf of papers on the desk and then went to a sink i 
the corner to wash his hands. 

“Everything in order?” Laurie asked, just to mai 
conversation. 

“I think so,” Marvin said. He came to the desk an 
sat down. He began arranging the documents in tl 
order that the bodies were to be picked up. 

“After talking with you earlier, I learned somethin 
quite surprising,” Laurie said, getting to the point < 
her visit. 

“Like what?” Marvin said. He finished arranging tl 
papers and sat back. 

“I entered Frank Gleason’s accession number into tt 
computer,” Laurie said. “And I found out that his boc 
had come into the morgue over two weeks ago. Thei 
was no name associated with it. It was an unidentific 
corpse!” 

^ “No shit!” Marvin exclaimed. Then realizing wh; 
he’d said, he added: “I mean. I’m surprised.” 

“So was I,” Laurie said. “I tried to call Dr. Bessermai 
who’d done the original autopsy. I wanted to ask if th 
body had been recently identified as Frank Gleason, bi 
he’s out of the office. Do you think it was surprisiri 
that Mike Passano didn’t know the body was still labele 
in the computer as an unidentified corpse?” 

“Not really,” Marvin said. ‘Tm not sure I woul 
have, either. I mean, you enter the accession numbe 
just to find out if the body is released. You don’t real! 
worry too much about the name.” 

“That was the impression you gave me earlier,” Lauri 
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said. “There was also something else you said that I’ve 
been mulling over. You said that sometimes you don’t 
get the body yourself but rather one of the funeral home 
people does.” 

“Sometimes,” Margin said. “But it only happens if 
two people come and if they’ve been here lots of times 
so they know the process. It’s just a way of speeding 
things up. One of them goes to the cooler to get the 
body while me and the other guy finish the documents.” 

“How well do you know Mike Passano?” Laurie 
asked. 

“As well as I know most of the other techs,” Mar\in 
said. 

“You and I have known each other for six years,” 
I^auric said. “I think of us as fnends.” 

“Yeah, I suppose,” Marvin said warily. 

“I’d like you to do something for me as a fiiend,” 
Laurie said. “But only if it doesn’t make you feel 
uncomfortable.” 

“Like what?” Marvin said. 

“I’d like you to call iMikc Passano and tell him that I 
found out that one of the bodies that he sent out the 
night Franconi disappeared was an unidentified corpse.” 

“That’s strange, man!” Marvin said. “Why would I 
be calling him rather than just waiting for him to come 
on duty?” 

“You can act like you just heard it, which is the case,” 
Laurie said. “And you can say that you thought he 
should know right away since he was on duty that night.” 

“I don’t know, man,” Marvin said unconvinced, 

“The key tiling is that coming from you, it won’t be 
confrontational,” Laurie said. “If I call, he’ll think I’m 
accusing him, and I’m interested to hear his reaction 
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inside. Instead, she asked him to meet her back in the 
mortuary office when he was finished. 

Five minutes iater, Marvin appeared. He plopped a 
sheaf of papers on the desk and then went to a smk in 
the corner to wash his hands. 

“Everything in order?” Laurie asked, just to make 
conversation. 

“I think so,” Marvin said. He came to the desk and 
sat down. He began arranging the documents in the 
order that the bodies were to be picked up. 

“After talking with you earlier, I learned something 
quite surprising,” Laurie said, getting to the point of 
her visit. 

“Like what?” Marvin said. He finished arranging the 
papers and sat back. 

“I entered Frank Gleason’s accession number into the 
computer,” Laurie said. “And I found out that his body 
had come into the morgue over two weeks ago. There 
was no name associated with it. It was an vmidentified 
corpse!” 

_ “No shit!” Marvin exclaimed. Then realizing what 
he’d said, he added: “I mean, I’m surprised.” 

“So was I,” Laurie said. “I tried to call Dr. Besserman, 
who’d done the original autopsy. I wanted to ask if the 
body had been recently identified as Frank Gleason, but 
he’s out of the office. Do you think it was surprising 
that Mike Passano didn’t know the body was still labeled 
in the computer as an unidentified corpse?” 

“Not really,” Marvin said. “I’m not sure I would 
have, either. I mean, you enter the accession number 
just to find out if the body is released. You don’t really 
worry too much about the name.” 

“That was the impression you gave me earlier,” Laurie 
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“Come on!” As she left the mortuary' office, she waved 
over her shoulder. Marvin followed at her heels. 

They walked dowm the stained cement corridor to the 
giant island tliat dominated die morgue. On opposite 
sides were the banks of refrigerated compartments used 
to store the bodies before autopsy. 

Laurie handed one of the lists to Marvin. 

“I want to search every compartment diat is not occu- 
pied,” Laurie said. “You take this side and I’ll take die 
other.” 

Marvin rolled his eyes but took the list. He started 
opening the compartments, peering inside, then slam- 
ming the doors. Laurie went around to the odicr side 
of the island and did die same. 

“Uh-oh!” Marvin intoned after five minutes. 

Laurie paused. “Wliat is it?” 

“You’d better come over here,” Marvin said. 

Laurie walked around the island. Marvin was standing 
at die far end of die island, scratching his head while 
staring at his list. In front of him vv^as an open refrigerated 
compartment. 

“This one is supposed to be empty,” Marvin said. 

Laurie glanced vvidiin and felt her pulse race. Inside, 
was a naked male corpse vvidi no tag on its big toe. The 
number of die compartment was ninety-four. It wasn’t 
too far avv’ay from number one clev'en, vviiere Franconi 
vv'as supposed to have been. 

Marvin slid out the tray. It ratded on its ball bearings 
in die stillness of die deserted morgue. The body was a 
middle-aged male vvidi signs of extensive trauma to die 
legs and torso. 

“Well, diis explains it,” Laurie said. H'-~"oicc 
reflected an improbable mixture of triumph, 



is feeling defensive. But more important, I’d 
3 ask him if there were two people from Spo- 
:ral Home that night, and if there were two, 
e can remember who actually went to get the 

> like setting him up, man,” Marvin com- 

’t see it that way,” Laurie said. “If anything, it 
a chance to clear himself. You see, I think the 
leople took Franconi.” 

’t feel comfortable calling him,” Marvin said, 
ng to know something is up. Why don’t you 
ourself, you know what I’m saying?” 
idy told you, I think he’ll be too defensive,” 
d. “Last time he was defensive when I asked 
ly vague questions. But okay, if you feel 
table, I don’t want you to do it. Instead, I 
to go on a litde hunt with me.” 
tvhat?” Marvin asked. His patience was wearing 

'ou produce a list of all the refrigerator com- 
that are occupied at the moment?” Laurie 

that’s easy,” Marvin said. 

,” Laurie said, while gesturing towards 
:omputer terminal. “While you’re at it, make 

>. 

shrugged and sat down. Using a relatively 
:-and-peck style, he directed the computer to 
he list Laurie wanted. He handed the two 
ler the moment they came out of the printer, 
ent,” Laurie said, glancing at the sheets. 
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“Sure,” Jack said. “But could it wait for two 
minutes?” He pointed at the phone to indicate that he 
was talking with someone. 

“Now!” Laurie barked. 

“Okay, okay,” Jack repeated. It was clear to him she 
was as tense as a piano wire about to snap. 

“Listen, Lou,” Jack said into the phone. “Laurie just 
came in, and she’s upset. Let me call you right back.” 

“Hold on!” Laurie snapped. “Is that Lou Soldano 
you’re talking with?” 

“Yeah,” Jack said hesitantly. For an irrational instant, 
he thought that Laurie w'as overwrought because he was 
talking with Lou. 

“Where is he?” Laurie demanded. 

Jack shrugged. “I guess he’s in his office.” 

“Ask him,” Laurie snapped. 

Jack posed the question, and Lou ans^vcrcd in the 
affirmative. Jack nodded to Laurie. “He’s there,” he 
said. 

“Tell him we’re coming down to sec him,” Laurie 
said. 

Jack hesitated. He W'as confused. 

“Tell him!” Laurie repeated. “Tell him wx’rc lca\ing 
right away.” 

“Did you hear that?” Jack asked Lou. Laurie tlien 
disappeared down the corridor toward her office. 

“I did,” Lou said. “Uffiat’s going on?” 

“Damned if I know,” Jack said. “She just barreled in. 
Unless I call you right back, we’ll be there.” 

“Fine,” Lou said. “I’ll wait.” 

Jack hung up the phone and rushed out into the hall. 
Laurie was already on her way back and was struggling 
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fear. “It’s the unidentified corpse. He’d been a h 
and-run accident on the FDR Drive.” 


Jack stepped off the elevator and could hear a pho 
ringing insistently. As he proceeded down the hail 
became progressively aware it had to be his phoi 
especially since his office was the only one with an op 
door. 

Jack picked up speed and then almost missed j 
door as he slid on the vinyl flooring. He snapped t 
phone off the hook just in time. It was Lou. 

“Where the hell have you been?” Lou complained 

“I got stuck over at the University Hospital,” Ja 
said. After Jack had last talked with Lou, Dr. Malo' 
had appeared and had him look at some forensic slic 
for him. So soon on the heels of his consulting Malov 
Jack didn’t feel he could refuse. 

“I’ve been calling every fifteen minutes,” Lou i 
marked. 

i “Sorry,” Jack said. 

“I’ve got some surprising information that I’ve be 
dying to give you,” Lou said. “This is one weird case 

“That’s not telling me anything I didn’t alrea 
know,” Jack said. “What did you learn?” 

Movement out of the corner of Jack’s eye attract 
his attention. Turning his head, he saw Laurie standi 
in the doorw'ay. She did not look normal. Her eyes wc 
blazing, her mouth was set in an angry grimace, and h 
skin was the color of ivory. 

“Wait a sec!” Jack said, interrupting Lou. “Laur 
what the hell is the matter?” 

“I have to talk with you,” Laurie sputtered. 
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“Ccrino was never so specific,” Angelo said. “He’d 
just tell us to do a job. He didn’t tell us how to do it.” 

“TTiat’s why Ccrino is in jail and Vinnic is running 
tlic show,” Franco said. 

“I’ll tell you what,” Angelo said. “Why don’t we do 
a drive by Jack Stapleton’s place. I’ve already been inside 
Laurie Montgomcr)'’s apartment, so I know what we’re 
getting ourselves into. But I’m a little surprised by this 
other address. West One Hundred-sixth Street isn’t 
. where I’d expect a doctor to be living.” 

“I think a drive-by sounds smart,” Franco said. 

^Vhen they reached Manhattan, Franco continued 
west on Fifty-ninth Street. He rounded the southern end 
of Central Park and headed north on Central Park West. 

Angelo tliought back to the fateful day on the pier of 
the American Fresh Fruit Company ^vJlcn Laurie 
caused the explosion. Angelo had had skin problems 
from chicken pox and acne, but it had been the bums 
he suffered because of Laurie Montgomery tliat had 
turned him into what he called a “freak.” 

Franco posed a question, but Angelo hadn’t heard 
him because of his angry' musings. He had to ask him 
to repeat it. 

“I bet y'ou’d like to stick it to that Laurie Mont- 
^ gomcry',” Franco said. “If it had been me, I sure would.” 

Angelo let out a sarcastic laugh. Unconsciously, he 
moved his left arm so that he could feel the reassuring 
mass of his Waltlicr TPH auto | ' ' • j • — 

shoulder holster. 

Franco turned left onto One 
They passed a play'ground on th 
use, particularly the basketball cc 
people standing on the sidelines. 
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into her coat. She eyed him as she brushed past on hei 
way to the elevators. Jack husded to catch up with her. 

“What’s happened?” Jack asked hesitandy. He was 
afraid to upset her any more than she already was. 

“I’m about ninety-nine percent sure how Franconi’s 
body was taken from here,” Laurie said angrily. “And 
two things are becoming clear. First, the Spoletto 
Funeral Home was involved and second, the abduction 
was surely abetted by someone who works here. And to 
tell you the truth. I’m not sure which of these two things 
bothers me more.” 


“Jeez, look at that traflSc,” Franco Ponti said to Angelo 
Facciolo. “I’m sure as heU glad we’re going into Man- 
hattan instead of going out.” 

Franco and Angelo were in Franco’s black Cadillac, 
heading west on the Queensboro Bridge. It was five- 
thirty, the height of rush hour. Both men were dressed 
as if they were going to a ritzy dinner. 

“What order do you want to do this in?” Franco 
asked. 

Angelo shrugged. “Maybe the girl first,” he said. His 
face twisted into a slight smile. 

“You’re looking forward to this, aren’t you?” Franco 
commented. 

Angelo raised his eyebrows as much as his facial scar 
tissue would allow. “Five years I’ve been dreaming about 
seeing this broad professionally,” he said. “I guess I 
never thought I would get my chance.” 

“I know I don’t have to remind you that we follow 
orders,” Franco said. “To the letter.” 
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: came across a catalogue addressed to Jack Stapleton, 
: put it all back. Next, he tried the inner door. It 
pencd with case. 

Stepping into the front hall, Angelo took a breath, 
here was an unpleasant musty odor. He eyed the trash 
a the stairs, die peeling paint, and the broken light 
Lilbs in the oncc-clegant chandelier. Up on the second 
30r, he could hear the sounds of a domestic fight with 
lufilcd screaming. Angelo smiled. Dealing with Jack 
.aplcton was going to be easy. The tenement looked 
ke a crack house. 

Returning to the front of the house, Angelo took a 
ep away to determine which underground passagcw'ay 
clonged to Jack’s building. Each house had a sunken 
snidor reached by a half dozen steps. These corridors 
d to die back>'ards. 

After deciding which was the appropriate one, Angelo 
ingerly walked its length. There were puddles and 
:fusc W'hich threatened his Bruno Magli shoes. 

The backyard was a tumult of dcca)ing and collapsed 
ncing, rotting mattresses, abandoned tires, and other 
ash. After carefully picking his w'ay a few’ feet from the 
uilding, Angelo turned to look at the fire escape. On 
le fourth floor tivo windoivs had access. The windows 
"ere dark. The doctor w'asn’t at home. 

Angelo returned and climbed back into the car. 

“Well?” Franco asked. 

“He lives dierc all right,” Angelo said. “The building 

worse on the inside if you can believe it. It’s not 
)cked. I could hear a couple figlitinc on the second 
oor and someone else’s on full 1 
ot prett)’, but for our purposes it’s per 
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“It must be on the left,” Franco said. 

Angelo consulted the piece of paper he was hoi 
with Jack’s address. “It’s coming up,” he said. “It’ 
building with tlie fancy top.” 

Franco slowed and then stopped to double-park i 
buildings short of Jack’s on the opposite side oi 
street. A car behind beeped. Franco lowered his win 
and motioned for the car to pass. There was cursir 
the car did so. Franco shook his head. “You hear 
guy? Nobody in this city has any manners.” 

“Why would a doctor live dicre?” Angelo said, 
was eyeing Jack’s building through the front windsh 

Franco shook Iris head. “Doesn’t make any sens 
me. The building looks like a dump.” 

“Amendola said he was a little strange,” Angelo i 
“Apparendy, he rides a bike from here all the way d 
to die morgue at First Avenue and Thirdeth Street c 
day.” 

“No way!” Franco commented. 

“That’s what Amendola said,” Angelo said. 

Franco’s eyes scanned the area. “The whole neighl 
hood is a dump. Maybe he’s into drugs.” 

Angelo opened the car door and got out. 

“Where arc you going?” Franco asked. 

“I want to check to make sure he lives here,” Anj 
said. “Amendola said his apartment is the fourth f 
rear. I’ll be right back.” 

Angelo rounded the car and waited for a break in 
traffic. He crossed the street and climbed to die st 
in front of Jack’s building. Calmly, he pushed open 
outer door and glanced at the mailboxes. Many v 
broken. None had locks that worked. 

Quickly, Angelo sorted through the mail. As soo) 
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Emerging into the backj'ard, which was a dark warren 
of neglected gardens, Franco and Angelo carefully 
moved away from the building far enough to sec up to 
the fifth floor. The windows were all dark. 

“Lx)oks like we have time to prepare a nice home- 
coming,” Franco said. 

Angelo didn’t answer. Instead, he took his lock- 
picking tools over to the metal fire door that led to the 
back stairs. Fie slipped on a tight-fitting pair of leather 
gloves, w'hile Franco readied the flashlight. 

At first Angelo’s hands shook from the sheer antici- 
patory excitement of coming face-to-face with Laurie 
Montgomery after five years of smoldering resentment. 
\\frien the lock resisted Angelo’s efforts, he made a point 
to control himself and concentrate. The lock responded, 
and the door opened. 

Five floors up, Angelo didn’t bother with the lock- 
picking tools. He knew' that Laurie had several dead 
bolts. He used the Halligan bar. With a quiet splintering 
sound, it made short work of tlie door. Wfithin twenty 
seconds, tliey w'cre inside. 

For a few minutes, the nvo men stood motionless in 
the darkness of Laurie’s pantrs' so tliat they could listen. 
They wanted to be certain there were no sounds sugges- 
tive that their forced entrj' had been noticed by any of 
tlie other tenants. 

“Jesus Christ!” Franco forcibly whispered. “Some- 
thing just touched my leg!” 

“\Vhat is it?” Angelo demanded. He’d not expected 
such an outburst, and it caused his heart to flutter. 

“Oh, it’s only a goddamn cat!” Franco said witli 
relief All at once, both men could hear the ani- 

f. 

purring in the darkness. 
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“That’s what I like to hear,” Franco said. “S 
we still do the woman first?” 

Angelo smiled as best he could. “Why deny m^ 

Franco put the car in gear. They headed sou 
Columbus Avenue to Broadway then cut across to 
Second Avenue. Soon they were on Nineteenth f 
Anglo didn’t need the address. He pointed out Ls 
building wthout difficulty. Franco foimd a convi 
no-parking zone and parked. 

“So, you think we should go up the back ’ 
Franco said, while eyeing the building. 

“For several reasons,” Angelo said. “She’s on th 
floor, but her windows face the back. To tell if 
there, we have to go back there anyway. Also she 
a nosy neighbor who lives in the front, and you ci 
her lights are on. This woman opened her door to 
at me the two times I was up at Montgomery’s 
door. Besides, Montgomery’s apartment has aco 
the back stairs, and the back stairs dump directly in' 
backyard. I know because we chased her out that 

“I’m convinced,” Franco said. “Let’s do it.” 

Franco and Angelo got out of the car. Angelo oj 
up the backseat and lifted out his bag of lock-pi 
tools along with a Halligan bar, a tool firefighters i 
get through doors in cases of emergency. 

The two men headed for the passageway t( 
backyard. 

“I heard she got away from you and Tony Bngg( 
Franco said. “At least for a while. She must be qi 
number.” 

“Don’t remind me,” Angelo said. “Of c( 
working with Tony was like carrying around a bud 
sand.” 
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“Wc’rc fine,” Laurie said. She took a chair. 

Jack did likewise. He glanced around the spartan 
quarters wath an unpleasant shiver. The last time he’d 
been there was about a year ago, it had been after 
he’d narrowly escaped an attempt on his life. 

“I think I figured out how Franconi’s body was taken 
from tlie morgue,” Laurie began. “You teased me about 
suspecting the Spoletto Funeral Home, but now' I think 
you’re going to hat'e to take that back. In fact, I think it’s 
time that you took over.” 

Laurie then oudined what she thought had happened. 
She told Lou that she suspected tliat someone from the 
medical examiner’s office had given the Spoletto people 
the accession number of a relatively recent, imidentified 
body as w'ell as the location of Franconi’s remains. 

“Often when two driv'ers come to pick up a body for 
a funeral home, one of them goes in the walk-in cooler 
w'hile die other handles the paperw'ork with the mor- 
tuar)' tech,” Laurie explained. “In these instances, the 
mortuary tech prepares die body for pickup by covering 
it vrith a sheet and positioning its gurney in a convement 
location just inside the cooler door. In the Franconi 
situation, I believe the driver took die body whose 
accession number he had, removed its tag, stashed the 
' body in one of die many unoccupied refrigerator com- 
partments, replaced Franconi’s tag w'ith that c.ce. 
then calmly appeared outside the mortuar}- cSce r-m 
Franconi’s remainse All the tech did at tha: fcmrr 
check die accession number.” 


“That’s quite a scenario,” Lou said. “Ca. 
liave any proof of this or is it all conjecrare 
“I found die body whose accession cam 
called in,” Laurie said. “It w'as in a <->- 
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“Aren’t we lucky,” Angelo said. “That will be a i 
touch. Bring it along.” 

Slowly, the men made their way from the pai 
through the dark kitchen and into the living room. T1 
they could see significantly better with the ni 
light coming through the windows. 

“So for so good,” Angelo said. 

“Now we just have to wait,” Franco said. “Ma 
m sec if there’s any beer or twne in the refiigerator. 
you interested?” 

“A beer would be nice,” Angelo said. 


poUcc headquarters, Laurie and Jack had to get 
ges and go through a metal detector before ti 
e allowed to go up to Lou’s floor. Lou was at 
?ator to welcome them. 

The first thing he did was take Laurie by 
uiders, look her in the eye, and ask what 1 
ipened. 

‘She’s okay,” Jack said, patting Lou reassuringly 
back. “She’s back to her old, rational, calm self.’ 
‘Really?” Lou questioned, still giving Laurie a ck 
jcction. 

Laurie couldn’t help but smile under Lou’s mtei 
itiny. “Jack’s right,” she said. “I’m fine. In fact, I 
barrassed I made us rush down here.” 

^u breathed a sigh of relief. “Well, I’m happy to ! 
h of you. Come on back to my palace.” He led t 
' to his office. 

‘I can offer you coffee, but I strongly advise agaii 
Lou said. “At this time of day the janitorial st 
siders it strong cnou^ to clean out siiik drains.” 
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:11 you how long it took me to scrounge one up here 
t police headquarters.” 

“I don’t get it,” Jack said. 

“My contact at the FAA was able to call someone 
.'ho knew someone who works in a European organiz- 
tion that doles out landing and takeoff times all over 
iurope,” Lou explained. “They also get the flight plans 
nd store them for over sixty days. Franconi’s G4 came 
o France from Equatorial Guinea.” 

“Wlierc?” Jack questioned as his eyebrows collided 
n an expression of total confusion. “I never even heard 
»f Equatorial Guinea. Is it a countr)'?” 

“Check out page one hundred ftfiy'-two!” Lou said. 

“What’s this about a Franconi and a G4?” Laurie 
sked. 

“A G4 is a private jet,” Lou explained. “I was able 
o find out for Jack that Franconi had been out of the 
ountry. We thought he’d been in France until I got this 
lew information.” 

Jack got to page 152 in the atlas. It was a map labeled 
‘die Western Congo Basin,” covering a huge pordor 
)f western Africa. 

“All right, give me a hint,” Jack said. 

Lou pointed over Jack’s shoulder. “It’s this litre ~r 
rountry between Cameroon and Gabon. The efr' ' 
he plane flew out of is Bata, on the coast.” Ker-'-”"-- 
:o die appropriate dot. The adas depicted tre -'“-"r- 
IS mosdy imintcrruptcd green. 

Laurie got up from her chair and loo.ked r 
3dicr shoulder. “I think I remember hearfre ^ " 
rounm- one time. I think that’s where ' 

:rick Fors>'th went to write Dojj ^ 

Lou slapped the top of his head i= 
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was supposed to be vacant. The name Frank Gleai 
was bogus.” 

“Ahhhh!” Lou said, becoming much more interest 
He leaned forward on his desk. “Fm beginning to 1 
this very much, cspcdaily considering the matrimoi 
association between the Spoietto and the Lucia pcoj 
This could be something important. It kind’a remit 
me of getting A1 Capone on tax evasion. I mean, 
would be fantastic if we could get some of the Lu 
people on body theft!” 

“Of course, it also raises the specter of an organia 
crime connection to illicit liver transplantation,” J: 
said. “This could be a frightening association.” 

“Dangerous as well,” Lou said. “So I must insist 
no more amateur sleuthing on your part. We take O' 
from here. Do I have your word on that?” 

“Fm happy to let you take over,” Laurie said. “I 
there is also the issue of a mole in tlie medical examine 
office.” 

“I think it’s best I deal with that, too,” Lou sa 
“With the involvement of organized crime, Fd expi 
some element of extortion or criminal coercion. But ] 
deal directly with Bingham. I shouldn’t have to wa 
you that these people are dangerous.” 

“I learned that lesson all too well,” Laurie said. 

“Fm too preoccupied with my end of the mystery 
interfere,” Jack said. “What did you learn for me?” 

“Plenty,” Lou said. He reached over to the comer 
his desk and hefted a large book the size of a coffc 
table art book. With a grunt, he handed it to Jack. 

With a look of confusion. Jack cracked the boc 
“What the hell!” he commented. “What’s an atlas for 

“Because you’re going to need it,” Lou said. “I cat 
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“Then why Nevada for an airplane owTied by a 
assachusetts-based company?” Laurie asked. 

“I’m no la\vyer,” Lou admitted. “But I’m sure it has 
mething to do wth taxes and limitation of liability, 
assachusetts is a terrible state to get sued in. I imagine 
mSys leases its plane out for the percentage of the 
ne it doesn’t use it, and insurance for a Nevada-based 
mpany would be a lot less.” 

“How well do you know this broker friend of yours?” 
ck asked Laurie. 

“Really well,” Laurie said. “We went to Wesleyan 
niversity together.” 

“How about gi\Tng her a call and asking her if she 
lows of any connection between GenSys and Equatorial 
uinea,” Jack said. “If she recommended the stock, 
e’d probably thorougliiy researched the company.” 
“Without a doubt,” Laurie said. “Jen Corwin was 
le of the most compulsive students I knew. She made 
: premeds seem casual by comparison.” 

“Is it all right if Laurie uses your phone?” Jack asked 

3U. 

“No problem,” Lou said. 

“You want me to call tliis minute?” Laurie asked witli 
irprise. 

“Catch her while she’s still at work,” Jack said. 
Chances are if she has any file, it would be there.” 

“You’re probably right,” Laurie admitted. She sat 
3UT1 at Lou’s desk and called Chicago information. 
^^^^ilc Laurie was on the phone. Jack qi 
:tail about how he A\’as able to 
[e was particularly interested ar 
ay Lou had come up with Equate 
icy looked more closely at tl 
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“How do you remember stuff like that? I can’t rememb< 
where I had lunch last Tuesday.” 

Laurie shrugged. “I read a lot of novels,” she sai( 
“Writers interest me.” 

“This doesn’t make any sense whatsoever,” Jack con 
plained. “This is an imdeveloped part of Africa. Th 
country must be covered with nothing but jungle. I 
fret, this whole part of Africa is nothing but jungle 
Franconi couldn’t have gotten a liver transplant there.' 

“That was my reaction, too,” Lou said. “But th 
other information makes a litde more sense. I tracke 
Alpha Aviation through its Nevada management coi 
potation to its real owner. It’s GenSys Corp i 
Cambridge, Massachusetts.” 

“I’ve heard of GenSys,” Laurie said. “It’s a biotec 
firm that’s big in vaccines and lymphokincs. I remembe 
because a ^Ifiiend of mine who’s a broker in Chicagi 
recommended the stock. She’s forever giving me tips 
thinking I’ve got tons of money to invest.” 

“A biotech company!” Jack mused. “Hmnun. That’ 
a new twist. It must be significant, although I don’ 
quite know how. Nor do I know what a biotech fim 
would be doing in Equatorial Guinea.” 

“What’s the meaning of this indirect corporate trai 
in Nevada?” Laurie asked. “Is GenSys trying to hide tin 
fret that they own an aircraft?” 

“I doubt it,” Lou said. “I was able to learn thi 
connection too easily. If GenSys was trying to concea 
ownership, the lawyers in Nevada would have continuec 
to be the directors and officers of record for Alph; 
Aviation. Instead, at the first board meeting the chie: 
financial officer of GenSys assumed the duties of presi- 
dent and secretary.” 
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“And this primate farm is in Equatorial Guinea?” Jack 
asked. 

“That’s right,” Laurie said. 

“Did she suggest any reason why?” Jack asked. 

“A memorandum she had from an analyst said that 
GenSys chose Equatorial Guinea because of the favorable 
reception they received from the government, which 
even passed laws to aid their operation. Apparently, 
GenSys has become the government’s major source of 
much-needed foreign currency.” 

“Can you imagine the amount of graft that must be 
involved in that kind of scenario?” Jack asked Lou. 

Lou merely whistled. 

“The memorandum also pointed out that most of the 
primates they use are indigenous to Equatorial Guinea,” 
Laurie added. “It allows them to circumvent all the 
international restrictions in exportation and importation 
of endangered species like chimpanzees.” 

“A primate farm,” Jack repeated while shaking his 
head. “This is raising even more bizarre possibilities. 
Could we be dealing wth a xenograft?” 

“Don’t start that doctor jargon on me,” Lou com- 
plained. “What in God’s name is a xenograft?” 

“Impossible,” Laurie said. “Xenografts cause hyper- 
acute rejections. There was no eridence of inflammation 
in the liver section you showed me, neither humoral nor 
cell-mediated.” 

True, Jack said. “And he wasn’t even on any immu- 
nosuppressant drugs.” 

“Come on, you guys,” Lou pleaded. “Don’t make 
me beg. ^Vhat the hell is a xenograft?” 

It s when a transplant organ is taken from an animal 
of a different species,” Laurie said. 
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country’s proximity to the equator. They even noticed 
that its major city, presumably its capital, wasn’t on the 
mainland but rather on an island called Bioko. 

“I just can’t imagine what it’s like in a place like 
that,” Lou said. 

“I can,” Jack said. “It’s hot, buggy, rainy, and wet.” 

“Sounds delightful,” Lou quipped. 

“Not the place someone would choose to vacation,” 
Jack said. “On the other hand, it’s off the beaten track.” 

Laurie hung up the phone and twisted around in 
Lou’s desk chair to face the others. “Jean was as organ- 
ized as I expected,” she said. “She was able to put her 
finger on her GenSys material in a flash. Of course, she 
had to ask me how much of the stock I’d bought and 
was crushed when I admitted I hadn’t bought any. 
Apparently, the stock tripled and then split.” 

“Is that good?” Lou asked facetiously. 

“So good I might have missed my opportunity to 
retire,” Laurie said. “She said this is the second suc- 
cessful biotech company started by its CEO, Taylor 
Cabot.” 

“Did she have anything to say about Equatorial 
Guinea?” Jack asked. 

“For sure,” Laurie said. “She said that one of the^ 
main reasons the company has been doing so well is that 
it established a huge primate farm. Initially, the farm was 
to do in-house research for GenSys. Then someone hit , 
on the idea of creating an opportunity for other biotech 
companies and pharmaceutical firms to out-source their 
primate research to GenSys. Apparently, the demand for 
this service has trampled even the most optimistic 
forecasts.” 
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„ick dinner!” Lou suggested. “It’s right around the 

'“Not me,” Jack said. “I’ve got a bfe ride ahead of 
1C. At this point, a meal would do me in. 

“Nor I,” Laurie said. “Fm looking forward to getting 
,omc and taking a shower. It’s been two late nights for 

nc in a row, and Fm frazzled.” 

Lou admitted to having another half-hour of work to 
lo, so Laurie and Jack said goodbye and descended 
:o the first floor. They returned their temporary-visitoi 
badges and left police headquarters. In the shadow o 
City Hall, they caught a cab. 

“Feel better?” Jack asked Laurie, as they headed nort! 
up the Bowery. A kaleidoscope of light played aero: 
their feces. 

“Much,” Laurie admitted. “I can’t tell you ho 
relieved I am to dump it all in Lou’s capable lap. F 
sorry I got myself so worked up.” 

“No need to apologize,” Jack said. “It’s unsettlir 
to say the least, there’s a potential spy in our midst a 
that organized crime has an interest in liver transplant 
“And how are you bearing up?” Laurie asked. “You 
getting a lot of bizarre input on the Franconi case.” 
“It’s bizarre, but it’s also intriguing,” Jack s 
Especially this association with a biotech ^ant 
GenSys. The scary part about these corporations is 
tlicir research is all behind dosed doors. Cold-war ; 
secrecy' is their modus operandi. No one knows ■' 
tlrcy arc doing in their quest for return on investn 
It’s a big difference from ten or twenty years ago i 
tire NTH 1_ _ t_» 


64 


Robin Cook 


“You mean like that Baby Fae baboon heart fiasco 
:n or twelve years ago?” Lou asked. 

“Exactly,” Laurie said. 

“The new immunosuppressant drugs have brought 
enografts back into the picture,” Jack explained. “And 
dth considerable more success than with Baby Fae.” 

“Especially with pig heart valves,” Laurie said. 

“Of course, it poses a lot of ethical questions,” Jack 
lid. “And it drives animal-rights people berserk.” 

“Especially now that they are experimenting with 
iserting human genes into the pigs to ameliorate some 
»f the rejection reaction,” Laurie added. 

“Could Franconi have gotten a primate liver while he 
ras in Africa?” Lou asked. 

“I can’t imagine,” Jack said. “Laurie’s point is well 
aken. There was no evidence of any rejection. That’s 
mheard of even with a good human match short of 
dentical twins.” 

“But Franconi was apparently in Africa,” Lou said, 

“True, and his mother said he came home a new 
nan,” Jack said. He threw up his hands and stood up. 
T don’t know what to make of it. It’s the damndest 
nystecy. Especially with this organized crime aspect 
hrown in.” 

Laurie stood up as well. 

“Arc you guys leaving?” Lou asked. 

Jack nodded. “I’m confused and exhausted,” he said. 
‘I didn’t sleep much last night. After we made the identi- 
ication of Franconi’s remains, I was on the phone for 
lours. I called every European organ allocation organiz- 
ition whose phone number I could get.” 

“How about we all head over to Little Italy for a 
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go up to Cambridge and waJk into their home ofhee ^d 
say: ‘Hi folks, what’s going on in Equatorial Guinea. 

“But we’re talking about Africa,” Laurie said. “That’s 
crazy. It’s halhvay around the world. Besides, if you don’t 
think you’d learn anything going up to Cambridge, what 
makes you think you’d learn anything going to Africa? 

“Maybe because they wouldn’t expect it,” Jack said, 
“I don’t suppose they get many visitors,” 

“Oh, this is insane,” Laurie said, flapping her hands 
into the air and rolUng her eyes. 

“Hey, calm down,” Jack said. “I didn’t say I was 
going. I just said it was something I was be^nning to 
think about.” 

“Well, stop thinking about it,” Laurie said. “I’ve got 
enough to worry about.” 

Jack smiled at her. “You really are concerned. I’m 
touched.” 

“Oh, surel” Laurie remarked cynically, “You’re never 
touched by my pleas not to ride your mountain bike 
around the city.” 

The taxi pulled up in front of Laurie’s apartment 
building and came to a halt. Laurie started to get some 
money out. Jack put a hand on her arm. “My treat.” 

“All right. I’ll get it next time,” Laurie said. She 
“'Started to climb out of the cab, then stopped. “If you 
were to promise to take a cab home, I think we could 
rustic up something to eat in my apartment.” 

“Tlianks, but not tonight,” Jack said. “I’ve got to 

get the bike home, I’d probably fall asleep on a full 
stomach.” 

“Worse things could happen,” Laurie said. 

“Let me take a rain check,” Jack said. 

Laurie climbed out of the cab and then leaned back 
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“Too bad there’s no one like Lou that you can tui 
the case over to,” Laurie said with a chuckle. 

“Wouldn’t that be nice,” Jack said. 

“What’s your next step?” Laurie asked. 

Jack sighed. “I’m running out of options. The on 
thing that’s scheduled is for a veterinary pathologist t 
review the liver section.” 

“So, you already thought about a xenograft?” Laur 
asked with surprise. 

“No, I didn’t,” Jack admitted. “The suggestion t 
have a veterinary pathologist look at the slide wasn’t n 
idea. It came from a parasitologist over at the hospit 
who thought the granuloma was due to a parasite, bi 
one he didn’t recognize.” 

“Maybe you should mention the possibility of a xenc 
graft to Ted Lynch,” Laurie suggested. “As a DNj 
expert he mi^t have something in his bag of tricks ths 
could say yes or no definitively.” 

“Excellent idea!” Jack said with admiration. “Ho^ 
can you come up with such a great suggestion whe: 
you’re so beat? You amaze me! My mind has ahead 
shut down for the night.” 

“Compliments are always welcome,” Laurie teased 
“Especially in the dark, so you can’t see me blush.” 

“I’m starting to think that the only option that migh 
be open to me if I really want to solve this case is a quid 
trip to Equatorial Guinea.” 

Laurie twisted aroiuid in the seat so she could loo! 
directly into Jack’s broad face. In the half light, it wa 
impossible to see his eyes. “You’re not serious. I meat 
you’re joking, right?” 

“Well, there’s no way I could phone GenSys or ever 
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“Welcome home, Dr. Montgomery,” Franco said. 
“Thank you for the %vine and beer.” 

Laurie’s eyes went to the coffee table. There was arv 
empty beer bottle and a wineglass. 

“Please come over and sit down,” Franco said. He 
pointed to a side chair they’d put in the middle of the 
room. 

Laurie didn’t move. She was incapable of it. She 
thought vaguely about running into the kitchen for the 
phone but immediately dismissed the idea as ridiculous. 
She even thought about fleeing back to her front door, 
but with all the locks, she knew it would be a futile 
gesture. 

“Plcascl” Franco repeated with a false politeness that 
only augmented Laurie’s terror. 

Angelo moved the cat to the side and stood up. He 
took a step toward Laurie and, without warning, back- 
handed her viciously across the face. The blow propelled 
Laurie back agdnst the wall, where her legs gave way. 
She slumped to her hands and knees. A few drops of 
bright red blood dropped from her split upper lip, splat- 
tering on the hardwood floor. 

Angelo grabbed her by the upper arm and roughly 
hoisted her to her feet. Then he powered her over to 
, the chair and pushed her into a sitting position. Laurie’s 
terror made her incapable of resisting. 

“That’s better,” Franco said. 

Angelo leaned over and stuck his face in Laurie’s. 
“Recognize me?” 

Laurie forced herself to look up into the man’s hor- 
ribly scarred face. He looked like a character in a horror 
moric. She srvallowed; her throat had gone dry. 
Incapable of speech, all she could do W'as shake her heori 
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in. “Just promise me one thing: you won’t leave for 
Africa tonight.” 

Jack took a playful swipe at her, but she easily evaded 
his hand. 

“Good night. Jack,” Laurie said with a warm smile. 

“Good night, Laurie,” Jack said. “I’ll call you latei 
after I talk with Warren.” 

“Oh, that’s right,” Laurie said. “With everything 
that’s happened, I’d forgotten. I’ll be waiting for youi 
call.” 

Laurie closed the taxi door and watched the cab unti 
it disappeared around the corner on First Avenue. Sh( 
turned toward her door, musing that Jack was i 
charming but complicated man. 

As she rode up in her elevator, Laurie began to antici 
pate her shower and the warmth of her terry-cloth robe 
She vowed she’d turn in early. 

Laurie treated Debra Engler to an acid smile befor 
keying her multiple locks. She slammed her door behim 
her to give Mrs. Engler an extra message. Moving he 
mail from one hand to the other, she removed her coal 
In the darkness of the closet, she groped for a hanger. 

It wasn’t until Lavuie entered the living room ths 
she flipped the wall switch that mrned on a floor lamj 
She got two steps toward the kitchen when she let ot 
a muffled scream and dropped her mail on the floo 
There were two men in the living room. One was in he 
art-deco chair, the other sitting on the couch. The on 
on the couch was petting Tom, who was asleep on h 
lap. 

The other thing Laurie noticed was a large handgu 
with an attached silencer on the arm of the art-dec 
chair. 


chromosome 6 


37 i 


who kiUcd Mr. Franconi, and we’re willing to pass that 
information on to you. You see, Mr. Franconi wasn’t a 
nice man, so he was killed. End of story. Are you still 
witlr me?” 

Laurie nodded again. She glanced at Angelo but 
quickly averted her eyes, 

“The killer’s name is Vido Delbario,” Franco con- 
tinued. “He’s not a nice person, either, although he did 
do the world a favor in getting rid of Franconi. I’ve even 
taken the trouble to write the name down.” Franco 
leaned forward and put a piece of paper on the coffee 
table. “So, a favor for a favor.” 

Franco paused and looked expectantly at Laurie. 

“You do understand what I’m saying, don’t you?” 
Franco asked after a moment of silence. 

Laurie nodded for the third time. 

“1 mean, we’re not asking much,” Franco said. “To 
be blunt, Franconi was a bad guy. He killed a bunch of 
people and deserved to die himself. Now, as far as you 
are concerned, I hope you tvill be sensible because in a 
city this size there’s no way to protect yourself, and 
Angelo here would like no better than have his way with 
you. Lucky' for you, our boss is not heavy-handed. He’s 
-7.3 negotiator. Do you understand?” 

Franco paused again. Laurie felt compelled to 
respond. With difficulty, she managed to say she 
understood. 

Wonderful!” Franco said. He slapped his knees and 
stood up. “IVhen I heard how intelligent and resourceful 
you arc, Doc, I was confident we could see eye to eye.” 

Franco slipped his handgun into his shoulder holster 

ann fMit- U!- T?__ * 
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“No?” Franco questioned. “Doctor, I’m afraid 
are going to hurt Angelo’s feelings and, imder the 
cumstances, that’s a dangerous thing to do.” 

“I’m sorry,” Laurie squeaked. But no sooner had 
words come out, than Laurie associated the name ' 
the fact that the man standing in front of her had I 
burned. It was Angelo Facciolo, Cerino’s main hit r 
now obviously out of jaU. 

“I’ve been waiting five years,” Angelo snarled. 1 
he struck Laurie again, half knocking her off the d 
She ended up with her head down. There was n 
blood. This time it came from her nose and soaked 
the carpet. 

“Okay, Angelo!” Franco said. “Remember! We’ve 
to talk with her.” 

Angelo trembled for a moment over Laurie, a 
struggling to restrain himself. Abruptiy, he went bad 
the couch and sat down. He picked the cat back up 
began roughly petting it. Tom didn’t mind and be 
to purr. 

Laurie managed to right herself. With her hand, 
felt both her lip and her nose. Her lip was already bej 
ning to swell. She pinched her nose to halt the bleedi 

“Listen, Doctor Montgomery,” Franco said. “As ; 
might imagine, it was very easy for us to come in h' 
I say this so you will comprehend how vulnerable ; 
are. You see, we have a problem that you can help 
with. We’re here to ask you nicely to leave the Franc 
thing alone. Am I making myself clear?” 

Laurie nodded. She was afi^d not to. 

“Good,” Franco said. “Now, we are very reasons 
people. We’ll consider this a favor on your part, • 
we’re willing to do a favor in return. We happen to kn 
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llowcd himself to cut through Central Park. It had been 
he first time he’d been in the park after dark for a year. 
Utliough he was uneasy, it was also exhilarating to sprint 
Jong the dark, binding paths. 

For most of the trip, he’d pondered about GenSys 
md Equatorial Guinea. He wondered what it was really 
ike in that part of Afiica. He’d joked earlier tvith Lou 
that it was buggy^ hot, and wet, but he didn’t know for 
sure. 

He also thought about Ted Lynch and wondered 
what Ted would be able to do the following day. Before 
Jack had left the morgue, he’d called him at home to 
oudine the unlikely possibility of a xenograft. Ted said 
diat he thought he’d be able to tell by checking an area 
on the DNA that specified ribosomal proteins. He’d 
explained that the area differed considerably from species 
to species and that the information to make a spedes 
identification was available on a CD-ROM. 

Jack turned onto his street with the idea of going to 
the local bookstore to see if there was any material on 
Equatorial Guinea. But as he approached the playground 
uidi its daily late afternoon and evening game of basket 
ball under way, he had another idea. It occurred to him 
d^at there might be expatriate Equatoguineans in New 
^'lork. After all, the city harbored people from every 
country- in the world. 

Turning his bike into the playground, Jack dis- 
mounted and leaned it up against the chain-link fence. 
He didn t bother to lock it, though most people would 
Im e drought the neighborhood a risky place to leave a 
thousand-dollar bike. In reality, the playground was the 

only place in Nerv York Jack felt he didn’t have to lo-k 
up. 
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he said. “Fm sure the doctor wants to shower and hss 
her diiuier. She looks Idnd’a tired to me.” 

Angelo got up, took a step in Laurie’s direction, an 
then viciously wrenched the cat’s neck. There was 
sickening snap, and Tom went limp without a soim( 
Angelo dumped the dead cat in Laurie’s lap, and fo 
lowed Franco out the front door. 

“Oh, no!” Laurie whimptired as she cradled her pc 
of six years. She knew its neck had been cruelly broket 
She stood up on rubbery legs. Out in the hall, she hear 
the elevator arrive and then descend. 

With sudden panic she rushed to the front door ani 
relockcd all the locks while still clutching Tom’s bodt 
Then, realizing the intruders had to have come in th 
back door, she raced there only to find it wide open anc 
splintered. She forced it dosed as best she could. 

Back in the kitchen she took the phone off the hool 
with trembling hands. Her first response was to call th( 
police, but then she hesitated, hearing Franco’s voice u 
the back of her mind warning her how vulnerable she 
was. She also could see Angelo’s horrid face and the 
intensity of his eyes. 

Rccogmzing she was in shock and fighting tears 
Laurie replaced the receiver. She thought she’d call Jack; 
but she knew he wouldn’t be home yet. So, instead of call- 
ing anyone for the moment, she tenderly packed her pet 
in a Styrofoam box with several trays of ice cubes. Then 
she went into the bathroom to check out her own wounds. 


Jack’s bike ride from the morgue home was not the 
ordeal he expected. In fact, once he got under way, he 
felt better than he had for most of the day. He even 
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question, yes, I do know a couple of people from there, 
and one family in particular. Their name is Ndeme. They 
live two doors down from you, toward the park.” 

Jack looked over at the building, then back at Warren. 
“Do you know them well enough to introduce me?” 
Jack asked. ‘T’ve developed a sudden interest in Equa- 
torial Guinea.” 

“Yeah, sure,” Warren said. “The father’s irame is 
Esteban. He owns the Mercado Market over on Col- 
umbus. That’s his son over there with the orange kicks.” 

Jack followed Warren’s pointing finger until he 
spotted the orange sneakers. He recognized the boy as 
one of the basketball regulars. He was a quiet kid and 
an intense player. 

“Why don’t you come down and run a few games?” 
Warren suggested. “Then I’ll take you over and intro- 
duce you to Esteban. He’s a friendly dude.” 

“Fair enough,” Jack said. After being revived by the 
bicycle ride, he was looking for an excuse to play basket- 
ball. The events of the day had him in knots. 

Jack Avent back and got his bike. Hurrying over to 
his building, he carried the bicycle up the stairs. He 
unlocked his door without even taking it off his shoulder, 
^nce inside, he made a beeline for his bedroom and his 
basketball gear. 

Within five minutes, Jack was already on his wav out 
when his phone rang. For a moment, he debated 
answering it, but thinking it might be Ted calling back 
wth a bit of arcane DNA trivia. Jack p-'- J -- ’■ 

Laurie, and she rvas beside herself. 
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Jack walked over to the sidelines and nodded to Spit 
and Flash, who were part of the crowd waiting to play. 
The game in progress swept up and down the court as 
the ball changed hands or baskets were made. As usual, 
Warren was dominating the play. Before each of his 
shots he’d say “money,” which was aggravating to the 
opponents because ninety percent of the time, the ball 
would sail through the basket. 

A quarter hour later the game was decided by one of 
Warren’s “money” shots, and the losers slunk off the 
court. Warren caught sight of Jack and strutted over. 

“Hey, man, you going to run or what?” Warren asked. 

“Fm thinking about it,” Jack said. “But Fve got a 
couple of questions. First of all, how about you and 
Natalie getting together with Laurie and me this 
weekend?” 

“Hell, yes,” Warren said. “Anything to shut my 
shortie up. She’s been ragging on me fierce about you 
and Laurie.” 

“Secondly, do you know any brothers firom a tiny 
African country called Equatorial Guinea?” 

“Man, I never know what’s going to come out of 
your mouth,” Warren complained. “Let me think.” 

“It’s on the west coast of Afnca,” Jack said. “Between 
Cameroon and Gabon.” 

“I know where it is,” Warren said indignantly. “It 
was supposedly discovered by the Portuguese and colon- 
ized by the Spanish. Actually, it was discovered a long 
time earlier by black people.” 

“Fm impressed you know of it,” Jack said. “Fd never 
heard of the coimtry.” 

“Fm not surprised,” Warren said. “Fm sure you 
didn’t take any black history courses. But to answer your 
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“I don’t believe this,” Jack said. “I’m the one invest- 
igating the case, not you.” 

“You warned me. I’ve obviously irritated the wrong 
people by trying to find out how Franconi’s body was 
lifted fi-om the morgue,” Laurie said. “For all I know it 
was my visit to the Spoletto Funeral Home that set them 

off-” 

f “I’m not going to take any credit for foreseeing this,” 
Jack said. “I thought you would get in trouble with 
Bingham, not mobsters.” 

“Angelo’s warning was presented in the guise of a 
favor for a favor,” Laurie said. “His favor was to tell me 
who killed Franconi. In fact, he wrote the name down.” 
Laurie lifted the piece of paper firom the coffee table and 
handed it to Jack. 

“Vido Delbario,” Jack read. He looked back at 
Laurie’s battered face. Both her nose and lip were 
swollen, and she was developing a black eye. “This case 
has been bizarre from the start, now it’s getting out 
of hand. I think you’d better tell me everything that 
happened.” 

Laurie related to Jack the details from the moment 
she’d walked in the door until she’d called him on the 
phone. She even told him why she’d hesitated calling 
' 911 . 

Jack nodded. “I understand,” he said. “There’s little 
the local precinct could do at this point.” 

WTiat am' I going to do?” Laurie asked rhetorically. 
She didn’t expect an anssver. 

“Let me look at the back door,” Jack said. 

Laurie led him through the kitchen and into the 
pantry. 

^^^^oa! Jack said. Because of the multiple dead bolts 
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in the tari to more than cover the fere and jumped 
He was in front of Laurie’s apartment building, 
: he’d been less than an hour earlier. Dressed in his 
tball gear he raced to the front door and was 
d in. Laurie met him in the elevator foyer on her 

ly god!” Jack wailed. “Look at your lip.” 
hat will heal,” Laurie said stoically. Then she 
it Debra Engler’s eye peering through the crack in 
oor. Laurie lunged at the woman and shouted for 
o mind her own business. The door snapped 

;k put his arm around Laurie to calm her and led 
ito her apartment. 

11 right,” Jack said, after getting Laurie seated i 
3uch. “Tell me what happened.” 

'hey killed Tom,” Laurie whimpered. After t 
shock, Laurie had cried for her pet, but her te; 
Wed until Jack’s question, 
idio?” Jack demanded. 

uric waited imtil she had her emotions und 
ol. “There were two of them, but I only kn« 
she said. “And he’s the one who struck me ai 
Tom. His name is Angelo. He’s the person I’' 
ightmares about. I had a terrible run-in with hi 
g the Cerino affair. I thought he was still in priso 
t imagine how or why he is out. He’s horrid i 
It, His fece is terribly scarred from burns, and I’; 
le blames me.” 

3 this visit was for revenge?” Jack asked. . 
o, L^txrie said. “This was a warning for me. 1 
vords I’m to ‘leave the Franconi thing alone.’” 
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“I do,” Laurie said. 

“You know, this episode is disturbing for more 
•casons than just your safety,” Jack said. “It adds to my 
ivorry that organized crime is somehow involved in liver 
transplantation. Maybe there is some kind of black- 
market operation going on.” 

Laurie came out of her closet with a hangup bag. 
“But how can it be transplantation when Franconi wasn’t 
on immunosuppressant drugs? And don’t forget the 
strange results Ted got trith his DNA testing.” 

Jack sighed. “You’re right,” he admitted. “It doesn’t 
fit together.” 

“Maybe Lou can make sense of it all,” Laurie said. 
“Wouldn’t that be nice,” Jack said. “Meanwhile, this 
episode makes the idea of going to Afiica a lot more 
appealing.” 

Laurie stopped short on her way into the bathroom. 
“WTiat on earth are you talking about?” she demanded. 

“I haven’t had any personal experience with organized 
crime,” Jack said. “But I have \rith street gangs, and I 
believe there’s a similarity that I learned the hard way. 
If citlicr of these groups gets it in their mind to get 
rid of you, the police can’t protect you unless they are 
^ committed to guarding you twenty-four hours a day. 

'' The problem is, they don’t have the manpower. Maybe 
it would be good for both of us to get out of town for 
a while. It could give Lou a chance to sort tins out.” 

“I’d go, too?” Laurie asked. Suddenly the idea of 
going to Africa had a very different connotation. She’d 
never been to Africa, and it could be interesting. In fact, 
it might even be fiin. 

“We’d consider it a forced vacation,” Jack said. 
Of course. Equatorial Guinea might not be a prime 
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“I’m glad,” Jack said. 

Once in Jack’s building, Jack had to struggle with 
Laurie’s suitcase up the cluttered stairs. After a series of 
exaggerated grunts and groans, Laurie asked him if he 
wanted her to carry it. Jack told her that her pumshment 
for packing such a heavy bag was to listen to him 
complain. 

Eventually, he got it outside his door. He fumbled for 
his key, got it into the cylinder and turned. He heard 
the dead bolt snap back. 

“Hmmm,” he commented. “I don’t remember 
double-locking the door.” He turned the key again to 
release the latch bolt and pushed open the door. Because 
of the darkness, he preceded Laurie into the apartment 
to flip on the light. Laurie followed and collided with 
him because he’d stopped suddenly. 

“Go ahead, turn it on,” a voice said. 

Jack complied. The silhouettes he’d glimpsed a 
moment before were now men dressed in long, dark 
coats. They were seated on Jack’s sofa, facing into the 
room. 

“Oh my god!” Laurie said. “It’s them!” 

Franco and Angelo had made themselves at home, just 
as they had at Laurie’s. They’d even helped themselves to 
' beers. The half-empty bottles %vere on the coffee table, 
along with a handgun and its attached silencer. A 
straight-backed chair had been brought into the center 
of the room to face the couch. 

“I assume you arc Dr. Jack Stapleton,” Franco said. 

Jack nodded, as his mind began to go over ways of 
handling the situation. He knew the front door behind 
him was still ajar. He berated himself for not being more 

SUSDICIOII^ frt if- 1 1 1 n-it • « 
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and Spit, all of whom were still sweating from activity 
on the playground. 

Franco and Angelo were taken completely imawares. 
They simply sat there, eyes wide. Since they were accus- 
tomed to being on the other side of lethal weapons, they 
knew enough not to move. 

For a moment there was frozen silence. Then Warren 
strutted in. “Man, Doc, keeping you alive has become 
a full-time job, you know what I’m saying? Amd I’m 
going to have to tell you, you’re dragging down the 
neighborhood, bringing in this kind of white trash.” 

Warren took the machine pistol away from Spit and 
told Spit to frisk the visitors. Wordlessly, Spit relieved 
Angelo of his Walther auto pistol. After frisking Franco, 
he collected the gun from the coffee table. 

Jack noisily let out a breath of air. “Warren, old sport, 
I don’t know how you manage to drop in on such a 
timely basis in my life, but it’s appreciated.” 

“These scumbags were seen casing this place earlier 
tonight,” Warren explained. “It’s as if they think they’re 
imisiblc, despite their expensive threads and that big, 
black, shiny Cadillac. It’s kind of a joke.” 

Jack rubbed his hands together in appreciation of the 
■sudden change of power. He asked Angelo and Franco 
tlicir names but got cold stares in return. 

“Tliat one is Angelo Facciolo,” Laurie said, while 
pointing toward her nemesis. 

“Spit, get their wallets,” Warren ordered. 

Spit complied and read out their names and addresses. 
“Uh-oh, what’s this?” he questioned when he opened 
tfic wallet containing the Ozone Park police badge. He 
held it up for Warren to see. 
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was he’d gone out so quickly, he couldn’t remembf 
which locks he’d secured. 

“Don’t do anything foolish,” Franco admonished ; 
if reading Jack’s mind. “We won’t be staying lonj 
And if we’d known that Dr. Montgomery was going t 
be here, we could have saved ourselves a trip to b 
place, not to mention the effort of going over the sarr 
message twice.” 

“What is it you people are afraid we might learn th: 
makes you want to come and threaten us?” Jack askec 

Franco smiled and looked at Angelo. “Can yc 
believe this guy? He thinks we made all this effort to g 
in here to answer questions.” 

“No respect,” Angelo said. 

“Doc, how about getting another chair for the lady 
Franco said to Jack. “Then we can have our little tal 
and we’ll be on our way.” 

Jack didn’t move. He was thinking about the gun c 
the coffee table and wondering which of the men w 
still armed. As he tried to gauge their strength, 1 
noticed that both were on the thin side. He figured th' 
were most likely out of shape. 

“Excuse me. Doc,” Franco said. “Are you with us ' 
what?” 

Before Jack could answer, there was commotic 
behind him and someone roughly bumped him to t) 
side. Another person shouted: “Nobody move!” 

Jack recovered from his momentary confusion 
comprehend that three African-Americans had leap' 
into the room, each armed with machine pistols. T1 
guns were trained unwaveringly on Franco and Angel 
These newcomers were all dressed in basketball gear, ai 
Jack quickly recognized them. It was Flash, Davi 
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you’re afraid Laurie and I might learn. What is gomg on 

%vith this Franconi nonsense?” ^ 

Angelo and Franco stared at Jack as if he weren t 
there. Jack persisted and asked what they knew about 
Franconi’s liver, but the men remained stone silent. 

Laurie returned from the kitchen. “I got Lou,” she 
reported. “He’s on his way, and I have to say he’s 
.^excited, especially about the Vido Delbario tip. 


An hour later. Jack found himself comfortably ensconced 
in Esteban Ndeme’s apartment along with Laurie and 
Warren. 

“Sure, I’ll have another beer,” Jack said in response 
to Esteban’s offer. Jack was feeling a pleasant buzz from 
his first beer and progressively euphoric that the evening 
had worked out so auspiciously after such a bad start. 

Lou had arrived at Jack’s with several patrolmen less 
than twenty minutes after Laurie’s call. He’d been 
ecstatic to take Angelo and Franco downtown to book 
tlicm on breaking and entering, possession of imauthor- 
ized firearms, assault and battery, extortion, and im- 
personation of a police officer. His hope was to hold 
them long enough to get some real information out of 
5" Jicm about New York City organized crime, particularly 
the Lucia organization. 

Lou had been disturbed by the threats Laurie and 
Jack had received, so when Jack mentioned that he 
, and Laurie were thinking of going out of town for a 

cck or so, Lou was all for it. Lou was concerned enough 
that m tlK interim, he’d assigned a guard for Laurie and 
, Jack. To make the job easier. Jack and Laurie agreed to 
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“They’re not police officers,” Warren said with a W'ave 
of dismissal. “Don’t worry.” 

“Laurie,” Jack sdd. “I think it’s time to give Lou a 
call. I’m sure he’d like nothing better than to talk with 
these gendemen. And tell him to bring the paddy wagon 
in case he’d like to invite them to stay the night at the 
city’s expense.” 

Laurie disappeared into the kitchen. 

Jack walked over to Angelo and towered above him. 

“Stand up,” Jack said. 

Angelo got to his feet and glowered insolendy at Jack. 
To everyone’s surprise, especially Angelo, Jack sucker 
punched him as hard as he could in the face. There was 
a crunching soimd as Angelo was knocked backward 
over the sofa to land in a heap on the floor. 

Jack winced, cursed, and grabbed Ws hand. Then he 
shook it up and down. “Jeez,” he complained. “I’ve 
never hit anybody like that. It hurts!” 

“Hold up,” Warren warned Jack. “I don’t like bearin’ 
on these dog turds. It’s not my style.” 

“I’m all done,” Jack said, still shaking his injured 
hand. “You see, that dog turd on the other side of the 
couch beat up on Laurie earlier this evening after they 
broke into her apartment. I’m sure you noticed her. 
face.” 

Angelo pushed himself up to a sitting position. His 
nose angled to the right. Jack invited him to come back 
around the couch and sit do%vn. Angelo moved slowly, 
while cupping his hand beneath his nose to catch the 
dripping blood. 

“Now, before the police get here,” Jack said to the 
two men, “I’d like to ask you guys again about what 
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“Have you been back?” Jack asked. 

“Several times,” Esteban said. “The last time, a few 
years ago,” Esteban said. “Teodora and I still have family 
there. Tcodora’s brother even has a small hotel on the 
mainland in a town called Bata.” 

“Eve heard of Bata,” Jack said. “I understand it has 
an airport.” 

“The only one on the mainland,” Esteban said. “It 
was built in the eighties for a Central African Congress. 
Of course, the country couldn’t afford it, but that is 
another story.” 

“Have you heard of a company called GenSys?” Jack 
asked. 

“Most definitely,” Esteban said. “It is the major 
source of foreign currenq' for the government, cspcciallj’ 
since cocoa and coffee prices have fallen.” 

“So I’ve heard,” Jack said. “I’ve also heard GcnS}'s 
has a primate farm. Do you know if that is in Bata?*' 
“No, it is in the south,” Esteban said. “They built it 
in the jungle near an old deserted Spanish town called 
Cogo. They have rebuilt much of die town for their 
people fi'om America and Europe, and dicy have built a 
new town for local people who work for them. Dic)’ 
/employ many Equatoguinean people.” 

“Do you know if GenSys built a hospital?” Jack asked. 
“Yes, they did,” Esteban said. “They built a hospital 
and laboratory on the old town square facing the town 
hall.” 

“How do you know so much about it? 

“Because my cousin used to work ' 

said. “But he quit when the soldiers c.^ccut 
friends for hunting. A lot of people like Ger ^ 
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along \vith Laurie and me to Equatorial Guinea? It will 
be our treat.” 

Laurie blinked. She wasn’t sure she’d heard correctly. 

“Man, what are you talking about?” Warren said. 
“You’re out’a your friggin’ mind. You’re talking about 
Africa.” 

“Yeah, Africa,” Jack said. “If Laurie and I have to go, 
we might as well make it as fiin as possible. In fact, 
Esteban, why don’t you and your wife come, too? We’ll 
make it a party.” 

“Are you serious?” Esteban asked. 

Laurie’s expression was equally as incredulous. 

“Sure, I’m serious,” Jack said. “The best way to visit 
a country' is to go with someone who used to live there. 
That’s no secret. But tell me, do we all need visas?” 

“Yes, but the Equatorial Guinean Embassy is here in 
New York,” Esteban said. “Two pictures, twenty-five 
dollars, and a letter fi-om a bank saying you’re not poor 
gets you a \'isa.” 

“How do you get to Equatorial Guinea?” Jack asked. 

“For Bata the easiest is through Paris,” Esteban 
said. “From Paris there is daily service to Douala, 
Cameroon. From Douala there’s daily service to Bata. 
You can go through Madrid, too, but that’s only twice 
- a week to Malabo on Bioko.” 

“Sounds like Paris w-ins out,” Jack said gaily. 

“Tcodora!” Esteban called out to his wfe in the 
kitchen. “You’d better come in here.” 

“You’re craty, man,” Warren said to Jack. “I knew it 
the first day you walked out on that basketball court. 
But, you know something. I’m beginning to like it.” 
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rapped more \'igorously until he heard a response. He 
sensed the women were hungover, especially after it took 
them significantly longer than they planned to show up 
in the kitchen. Both of them poured themselves a mug 
of coffee and drank the first cup wthout conversation. 

After breakfast they all revived significantly. In fact, as 
they emerged from Kevin’s house they felt exhilarated, 
as if they were setting off on a hohday. The weather 
was as good as could be expected in that part of the 
world. Dawn was breaking and the pink and silver skj’ 
was generally clear overhead. To the south, there was a 
line of small puffy clouds. On the horizon to the west, 
there were ominous purple storm clouds, but they were 
way out over the ocean and would most likely stay there 
for the day. 

As they walked toward the waterfront, they were 
enthralled by the profusion of bird life. There were blue 
turacos, parrots, weaverbirds, Afncan fish eagles, and s 
kind of Afncan blackbird. The air was filled with theu 
color and shrieks. 


The town seemed deserted. There were no pedestrians 
or vehicles, and the homes were still shuttered against 
the night. The only person they saw was a loca 
mopping the floor in the Chickee Hut Bar. 


They walked out on the impressive pier GenSys t 
built. It was twenty feet wide and six feet high. 1 
rough-hewn planks were wet from the humid night ; 
t the end of the pier, there was a wooden ramp tl 
led do^vn to a floating dock. The dock seemed to 
mj-stcnously suspended; the surface of the perfectly ca 

'X“ X ™ ^ 

as the eye could see. 

As the women had promised, there was a motorh 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


March 7, 1997, 6:15 A.M. 

Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

Kevin’s alarm went off at six-fifteen. It was still com- 
pletely dark outside. Emer^g from his mosquito net, 
he turned on the light to find his robe and slippers. 
A cottony feeling in his mouth and a mild bitemporal 
headache reminded him of the wine he’d drunk the night 
before. With a shaky hand he took a long drink of the 
tvater he had at his bedside. Thus fortified, he set out 
on shaky legs to knock on his guest rooms’ doors. 

The previous night, he and the women had decided 
that it made sense for Melanie and Candace to spend 
the night. Kevin had plenty of room, and they all agreed 
being together would make the departure in the 
morning far easier and probably elicit less attention. 
Consequently, at about eleven P.M., amid lots of laughter 
and gaiety, Kevin had driven the women to their - 
respective quarters to collect their overnight necessities, 
a change of clothes, and the food they’d gotten from 
the commissary. 

While the women had been packing, Kevin had made 
a quick detour to his lab to get the locator, the direc- 
tional beacon, a flashlight, and the contour map. 

On each guest room door, Kevin had to knock twice. 
Once quite softly, and when there was no response, he 
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checked the canoe they had in tow; it was riding easih 


in the water. 

The sound of the motor made conversation dithcult 
so they were content to enjoy the scenery. The sun had 
yet to come up, but the sky was brighter and the eastern 
ends of the cumulus clouds over Gabon were edged in 
gold. To their right, the shoreline of Equatorial Guinea 
■^appeared as a solid mass of vegetation that abruptly 
dumped into the water. Dotted about the wide estuary 
were other pirogues moving ghostlike through the mist 
that still layered the surface of the water. 

ViTien Cogo had fallen significantly astern, Melanie 
tapped Kerin on the shoulder. Once she had his atten- 
tion, she made a wide sweeping motion with her hand. 
Kerin nodded and began to steer the boat to the south. 

After traveling south for ten minutes, Kevin began a 
slow turn to the west. They were now at least a mile 
offshore, and when they passed Cogo, it was difficult to 
make out specific buildings. 

When the sun did finally make its appearance, it was 
a huge ball of reddish gold. At first, the equatorial mists 


were so dense that the sun could be examined directly 
uithout the need to shield one’s eyes. But the heat of 
sun began to evaporate the mist which, in turn, 
rapidly made the sun’s rays stronger. Melanie was the 
first to slip on her sunglasses, but Candace and Kevin 
quickly did the same. A few minutes later, everyone 
began to peel off layers of clothing they’d donned against 
the comparative morning chill. 

To their left was the string of islands that hugged the 
hquatoguinean coast. Kerin had been steering north to 
omplcte the mde circle around Cogo. Now he pushed 





over the helm to point the bow directly toward Isla 
Francesca, which loomed in the distance. 

Once the mists had dissipated from the sun’s glare, a 
welcome breeze stirred the water, and waves began to 
mar the hitherto glassy surface. Pushing into a mounting 
headwind the pirogue began to slap against the crests, 
occasionally sprinkling its passengers with spray. 

Isla Francesca looked different than her sister islands, 
and the closer they got, the more apparent it became. 
Besides being considerably larger, Isla Francesca’s lime- 
stone escarpment gave it a much more substantial 
appearance. There were even bits of cloudlike mist that 
clung to its summits. 

An hour and fifteen minutes after they had left the 
pier in Cogo, Kevin cut back on the throttle and 
the pirogue slowed. A hundred feet ahead was the dense 
shoreline of the southwestern tip of Isla Francesca. 

“From this vantage point it looks sort of forbidding,” 
Melanie yelled over the sound of the engine. 

Kevin nodded. There was nothing about the island 
that was inviting. There was no beach. The entire shore- 
line appeared to be covered with dense mangroves. 

“We’ve got to find Bio Diviso’s outlet,” Kevin yelled 
back. After approaching the mangroves as close as he'- 
thought prudent, he pushed the helm to starboard and 
headed along the western shore. In the lee of the island, 
the waves disappeared. Kevin stood up in hopes of seeing 
possible underwater obstructions. But he couldn’t. The 
water was an impenetrable muddy color. 

“What about where all those bulrushes are?” Candace 
called out from the bow. She pointed ahead to an expan- 
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“That’s another story,” Melanie said. 

“How about handing me a cold drink,” Kevin yelle . 
“Coming up,” Candace said. She moved over to the 

Styrofoam chest and lifted the lid. 

Twenty minutes later, Kevin again throtded back on 
the motor and turned north around the eastern end of 
Isla Francesca. The sun was higher in the sky and it was 
.V significantly hotter. Candace pushed the Styrofoam chest 
over to the port side of the pirogue to keep it in the 
shade. 

“There’s another marsh coming up,” Candace said. 

“I sec it,” Kevin said. 

Kc\in again guided the boat in close to the shore. In 
terms of size, the marsh appeared to be similar to the 
one on the western end of the island. Once again, 
the jungle dropped back to approximately a hundred 
yards from the edge of the water. 

Just when Kevin was about to announce that they had 
again been foiled, an opening appeared in the otherwise 
unremitting wall of reeds. 

Kctin turned the canoe toward the opening and 
dirottlcd back even more. The boat slowed. About thirty 
feet away, Kevin put the motor into neutral and then 
turned it off. 

As the sound of the engine died off, they were thrust 
into a heaxy stillness. 


“God, my cars are ringing,” Melanie complained. 

“Docs It look like a channel?” Kevin asked Candace, 
who d again gone up to the bow. 

“It’s hard to teU,” Candace said. 

Kcin gnbbcd the back of die motor and tilted it tip 
out o die tvater. He didn’t tvant to foul the prS 
mundenwet vegetation. - 
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“AH I see are birds,” Melanie yelled over the soui 
of the engine. 

Kevin nodded. He’d seen lots of ibises and shrikes 

The sun had now risen enough so that the thatch 
shelter was usefiil. They all crowded into the stern 
take advantage of the shade. Candace put on some su 
block that Kevin had found in his medicine cabinet. 

“Do you think the bonobos on the island are goii 
to be as skittish as bonobos normally are?” Melan 
yelled. 

Kevin shrugged. “I wish I knew,” he yelled back. “ 
they are, it might be difficult for us to see any of ther 
and all this effort will have been in vain.” 

“They did have diminishing contact with huma) 
until they were there in the bonobo enclosure at tl 
animal center,” Melanie yelled. “I think we have a goc 
chance as long as we don’t try to get too close.” 

“Are bonobos timid in the wild.^” Candace askc 
Melanie. 

“Very much so,” Melanie said. “As much or moi 
than chimpanzees. Chimps unexposed to humans ai 
almost impossible to see in the wild. They’re inordinate] 
timid, and their sense of hearing and smell is so muc 
more acute than ours that people cannot get near them. 

Are there still truly wild areas left in Africa? 
Candace asked. 

Oh, my Lord, yes!” Melanie said. “Essentially, fror 
this coastal part of Equatorial Guinea and extending wes 
northwest there are huge tracts that are still essential! 
unexplored virginal rain forest. We’re talking about a 
much as a million square miles.” 

“How long is that going to last?” Candace ques 
tioned. 
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■•Thcrc’K not many trails on this island," Mclame 
commented. She’d unfolded the contour map and was 

Studying it. . ^ r 

“The main one is from the staging area to Lag 

Hippo,” Kevin said. , , ,. 

“There are a few more,” Melanie said. “All leading 
away from Lago Hippo. I suppose they’d been made to 

^ facilitate retrievals.” 

“That would be my guess,” Kevin said. 

Kevin looked into the dark water. He could see strands 
of plant life trailing in the direction they were paddling, 
suggesting there was current. He was encouraged. 

“Why don’t you try the locator?” Kevin said. “See if 
bonobo number sbety has moved since we last checked.” 
Melanie entered the information and clicked. 

“He doesn’t appear to have moved,” she said. She 
reduced the scale until it was equivalent to the scale on. 
the contour map, then located the red dot. “He’s still 
in the same spot in the marshy clearing.” 

“At least we can solve that mystery, even if we don’t 
sec any of the others,” Kevin sidd. 

Ahead, they approached the hundred-fbot-hith wal 
of jungle. As they rounded the final bend in tie'tnnnh. 

^cy could see the channel disappear r 

'-’’egetation. 

“We’ll be in shade in a moment.” 

That should make it a lot coo’en” 

“Don’t count on it,” Kcvin sdt. 

Pushing branches to the side, - 

perpetual darkness of the Sr-’r* 

hopes it was like a ' 

Tlicre was not a breath o* air. — ' 
moisture. Although &= tndr 
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when they’re caught on land that they can be unpK^' 
ably aggressive, and both crocs and hippos can ran fast 


— J - 

than you’d think. 

of a sudden, i hi uvu. , £■ 

Candace admitted. “I thought it was going to be fun. 

. 1 * A/ri»lor\i#» C'llf 


“‘‘All of a sudden, I’m not enjoying this at ^aU,’ 


“It wasn’t supposed to be a picnic,” Melanie said. 
We’re not sightseeing. We’re here for a reason. 

“Let’s just hope we’re successful,” Kevin smd. He 
ould appreciate Candace’s state of mind. Kevin mar- 
-e\ed that he’d been talked into coming tumself. 

Besides the insects, the dominant wildlife were the 
birds. They ceaselessly flitted among the branches, filling 
the air wth melodies. 

On cither side of the channel the forest was impen- 
etrably dense. Only occasionally could Kevin or the 
others see for more than twenty feet in any direction. 
Even the shoreline was invisible, hidden behind a tangle 
of water plants and roots. 

As he paddled Kevin looked down into the inky water 
that was covered with a plethora of darting water spiders. 
The disturbance he caused with each stroke made fetid 
bubbles rise to the surface. 

The channel soon became straighter than it had been 
in the marsh, making the paddling considerably easier. 

,'/ observing the rate at which they floated by the pass’mg 
tree trunks, Kevin estimated that they were moving at 
about the speed of a fast walk. At this rate, he figured 
t zy'd arrive at the Lap Hippo in ten to fifteen minutes. 

How about purring the locator on scan?” Kevin 
supested to Melanie. “If you narrow the graphic to 
tins area, we’ll know if there are any bonobos in the 
neighborhood.” 

Melanie was huddled over tV\f 
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top of the limestone escarpment was clearly discernible 

against the hazy morning sky. 

“It’s actually quite beautiful,” Melanie said. 

“It reminds me of paintings of prehistoric times,” 
Kc\in said. “I could almost imagine a couple of bronto- 


sauruses in the foreground.” 

“Oh my god, I see hippos over to the left!” Candace 
called out vdth alarm. She pointed with her paddle. 

Kerin looked in the direction she was indicating. Sure 
enough, the heads and small ears of a dozen of these 
huge mammals were just visible in the water. Standing 
on their crorvns were a number of white birds preening. 

“They’re okay,” Kevin assured Candace. “Sec how 
they are slowly moving away from us. They won’t be 
any trouble.” 

“I’ve never been much of a nature lover,” Candace 
admitted. 

“You don’t have to explain,” Kevin said. He could 
remember clearly his unease about wildlife during his 
first year in Cogo. 

“According to the map, there should be a trail not 
too far away from the left bank,” Melanie said, while 
studying the contour map. 

^ “If I remember correctly, there’s a trail that goes 
- ^ound the whole eastern end of the lake,” Kevin said. 
“It originates at the bridge,” 

“That’s true, but it comes closest to our left,” Melanie 
said. 

Kern angled the canoe toward the left shore and 
cgM looking for an opening in the reeds. Unfortu- 
nately, there wasn’t one. 


I think we’ll just have to 

vegetation,” Kevin said. 


try to paddle right through 
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when there was a sudden commotion in the branche; 
their left. A moment later, deeper into the forest, t 
heard twigs snapping. 

Candace had a hand clasped to her chest. “Oh m 
she said. “What the hell was that?” 

“I’d guess another one of those duikers,” Ketin Si 
“Those little antelopes are common even on th 
islands.” 

Melanie redirected her attention to the locator. Sc 
she was able to report that there were no bonobos 
the area. 

“Of course not,” Kevin said. “That would have b( 
too easy.” 

Twenty minutes later, Candace reported that i 
could see a lattice of sunlight coming through i 
branches direedy ahead. 

“That must be the lake,” Kevin said. 

After a few more paddle strokes, the canoe glided < 
into the open water of Lago Hippo. The trio blinked 
the bright sunlight, then scrambled for their sunglass 

The lake was not large. In fact, it was more I 
an elongated pond dotted with several lushly thicket 
islands chock-a-block with white ibises. The shore v 
lined with dense reeds. Here and there on the surface 
the lake were pure white water lilies. Patches of ft' 
floating vegetation thick enough to allow small birds 
walk across them turned lazily in slow circles, pushed 
the gentie breezes. 

The wail of surrounding forest dropped away on be 
sides to form grassy fields, some as big as an acre. A f< 
of these fields were peppered with pockets of palm trei 
To the left, above the line of the forest rim, the vc 
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shoes. They were already black with mud and completely 
soaked. 

Ke\in struggled with the contour map to get ms bear- 
ings, then pointed off to the right. “The transmitting 
chip from bonobo number sixty should be no more thm 
a hundred feet from here in the direction of that cul de 

sac of trees,” he said. 

j “Let’s get this over with,” Melanie said v%itn her 
new tennis shoes ruined, even she was beghmng to 
question if they should have come. In Ahxca. -~rmg 
was cas>'. 

Kc\in struck off with the women {bhowiag. dt mt. 
w'alking was difficult because of the unstable d-cthig. 
Although the grass appeared generally nmibm. it gre^ 
in small, lumpy hummocks surrounded by mnidy “aren 
But the going became easier about £5y feet rent the 
pond, where the ground rose and became cGmomstmel~ 
dricr. A moment later, they came across a 
They were surprised to discover r-g- —e Iccbec 
well-used. It ran parallel with the shers 
“Siegfried must send wod crewa c~ 
wc thought,” Melanie said. ‘This trail 
tained.” 

I’d have to agree,” Kevin said. ‘T suppose there 
need to keep them up for retrievals. The jungle h w 
thick and grows so fkst out here. Lucky for us. ded: 
certainly help us get around as well. As I recall thh 
heads up to the limestone cliff.” 

Iffficy come out here to maintain trails 

.something to SitgKed't ttory abott wotW^r C 
the fires,” Melanie said. 

“Wouldn’t that be nice,” Kevin «->• 
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when someone grabbed his arm and yanked him to a 
stop. He turned to see Melanie with her index finger 
pressed against her lips. Then she pointed to the south. 

Kesin turned his gaze in that direction, then caught 
his breath. About fifty yards away in the shadows of the 
very back of the cul de sac was one of the bonobos! 
The animal was standing ramrod straight and absolutely 
» motionless, as if he were a military honor guard. He 
appeared to be staring back at Kevin and the others just 
as they were staring at him. 

Kc\in was surprised at the creature’s size. The animal 
was well over five feet tall. It also seemed oversized in 
terms of weight. Given its enormously muscular torso, 
Kesin guessed the bonobo weighed between one 
hundred twenty-five and one hundred fifty pounds. 

“He’s taller than the bonobos that have been brought 
in for transplant surgery,” Candace said. “At least I think 
he is. Of course, the bonobos for the transplants were 
already sedated and strapped to a gurney by the time 
they got to me.” 

“Shhhhhh,” Melanie admonished. “Let’s not scare 
him. This might be our only chance to see one.” 

Being careful not to move too quickly, Kevin pulled 
..he gear bag off his shoulder and got out the directional 
beacon. He turned it on to scan. It began to quietly 
beep until he pointed it toward the bonobo; then it let 

out a continuous note. Kevin looked at the LCD screen 
Md gasped. 

li’hau the matter?” Melanie whispered. She had 
seen Kesin’s expression change. 

double whispered back. “It’s my 
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smell something bad,” Candace said, while sn 
ir. “In fact, it smells putrid,” 
ssitantly, the others sniffed and agreed, 
rhat’s not a good sign,” Melanie said, 

;vin nodded and moved off in the direction c 
ic sac. A few minutes later, with their ft 
ling their nostrils shut, the three stared dowr 
sting sight: It was the remains of bonobo nu 
The carcass was in the process of being devc 
sects. Larger scavengers had also taken a toll, 
r more gruesome than the state of the corpsi 
ividence of how the animal had died. A w( 
:d piece of limestone had struck the poor ere 
een the eyes effectively splitting his head in 
rock was still in place. Exposed soft eyeballs s 
i opposite directions. 

Jgh!” Melanie said. “It’s what we didn’t wa 
this suggests that not only the bonobos have 
two groups, but they’re lulling each other. I wc 
mber sbety-seven is dead, too.” 

;vin kicked the rock out of the decomposing 1 
iree stared at it. 

rhat’s also what we didn’t want to see,” Kevin 
Vhat are you talking about?” Candace asked, 
rhat rock was shaped artificially,” Kevin said, 
oe of his shoe, he pointed to an area along the 
le rock where there appeared to be freshly i 
;es. “That suggests tool-making.” 
viore circiunstantial evidence I’m afi^d,” Me 


^t’s move upwind,” Kevin managed. “Before I get 
I can’t stand this smell.” 

:^'in got three steps away in an easterly direction 
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“I was wondering that, too,” Kevin said. I con t 
make it out, unless it’s just a vine that got caught on 
him when he came through the bushes.” 

“Look at this,” Melanie said with exatement. bhe 
held up the instrument so the odiers could see. Kesin, 
you were right. There’s a whole group of bonobos in 
the trees behind your double.” 

' “Why would he venture out on his own?” Candace 
asked. 

“Maybe he’s like an alpha male in chimp society,” 
Melanie said. “Since there are so few females, it stands 
to reason these bonobos might act more like chimps. 
If that’s the case, he might be proving himself to be 
courageous,” 

Several minutes passed. The bonobo did not move. 
“This is like a Mexican standoff,” Candace com- 
plained. “Come on! Let’s see how close we can get. 
\\Tiat do we have to lose? Even if he runs off. I’d say 
this little episode is encouraging that we’ll see more.” 

“All right,” Kevin said. “But no sudden movement. 
I don’t want to scare him. That would only ruin our 
chances of seemg the others.” 

“You guys first,” Candace said. 


The three advanced carefully, moving forward step 
by step. KeMn was in the lead followed immediately by 
Mcknic. Candace brought up the rear. When they 
reached the midway mark, . between them and the 
bonobo, they stopped. Now they could see the bonobo 
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“Oh my god!” Melanie whispered. “I’m jealous, 
like to see mine, too.” 

“I wish we could see better,” Candace said. “Dc 
dare try to get closer?” 

Kevin was struck by two things. First was the coi 
dence that the first live bonobo they’d come ac 
would happen to be his double. Secondly, if he 
inadvertently created a race of protohumans, ther 
was in some metamorphic way meeting himself 
million years earlier. “This is too much,” Kevin couli 
help but whisper aloud. 

“What are you talking about?” Melanie asked. 

“In some ways that’s me standing over there,” K 
answered. 

“Now let’s not jump the gun,” Melanie said. 

“He’s certainly standing like a human,” Cm< 
remarked. “But he’s hairier than any human I’ve i 
been out with.” 

“Very funny,” Melanie said without laughing. 

“Melanie, use the locator to scan the area,” K 
said. “Bonobos usually travel together. Maybe there 
more around that we can’t see. They could be hidin 
the bushes.” 

Melanie played with the instrument. 

“I can’t believe how still he is,” Candace said. 

“He’s probably scared stiff,” Kevin said. “Pm i 
he doesn’t know what to make of us. Or if Melani 
right about there not being enough females out h 
maybe he’s smitten with you two.” 

“That I don’t find fimny at all,” Melanie said, with 
looking up from the keyboard of the locator. 

“Sorry,” Kevin said. 

“What’s he got around his waist?” Candace aske< 
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of Melanie making a suggestion only to have Candace 
eagerly support it. It had already gotten him into trouble. 
“That’s not very nice,” Candace said indignantly. 

“I’m sorry',” Kevin said. He’d not meant to hurt her 
feelings. 

“Weil, I’m going closer,” Melanie announced. “Jane 
Goodall was able to get right up next to her chimps.” 

“True,” Kevin said. “But that was after months of 
acciimatization.” 

“I’m still going to try,” Melanie said. 

Kerin and Candace let Melanie get ten feet in front 
of them before they looked at each other, shrugged, and 
joined her. 

“You don’t have to do this for me,” Melanie 
whispered. 

“Actually, I want to get close enough to see if my 
double has any facial expression,” Kevin whispered. 
“And I want to look into his eyes.” 

With no more talk and by moving slowly and deliber- 
ately, the three were able to come within twenty feet of 
the bonobo. Then they stopped agmn. 

“This is incredible,” Melanie whispered without 
taking her eyes from the animal’s face. The only way it 
was apparent the bonobo was alive was an occasional 
blink, movements of his eyes, and a flaring of his nostrils 
with each respiration. 

“Look at those pectorals,” Candace said. “It looks 
like he’s spent most of his life in a gym.” 

“How do you think he got that scar?” Melanie asked. 
The bonobo had a thick scar that ran down the left 
side of his face almost to his mouth. 

Kerin leaned forward and stared into the animal’s 
eyes. They were brown just like his own. Since the sun 
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were smaller than those of either chimps or bonobos 
flush against the side of his head. 

“Are you guys thinking what I’m thinking?” Mel 
whispered. 

Candace nodded. “He reminds me of the pictur 
sa%v in the third grade. Of very early cavemen.” 

“TJh, oh, can you guys see his hands?” K 
whispered. 

“I think so,” Candace said softly. “What’s wrong 
them?” 

“It’s the thumb,” Kevin whispered. “It’s not lil 
chimp’s. His thumb juts out from the palm.” 

“You’re right,” Melanie whispered. “And that me 
he might be able to oppose his thumb with his finge 

“Good god! The circumstantial evidence k< 
mounting,” Kevin whispered. “I suppose if the devel 
mental genes responsible for the anatomical char 
necessary for faipedalism are on the short arm of chroi 
some six, then it’s entirely possible that the ones for 
opposable thumb are, too.” 

“It is a vine around his waist,” Candace comment 
“Now I can see it clearly.” 

“Let’s try moving closer,” Melanie suggested. 

“I don’t know,” Kevin said. “I think we’re push 
our luck. Frankly, I’m surprised he hasn’t bolted alres 
Maybe we should just sit down right here.” 

“It’s hotter than blazes here in the- sun,” Mela 
smd. “And it’s not even nine o’clock, so it’ll only 
worse. When we decide to sit and observe, I vote we 
it in the shade. I’d also like to have the food chest.” 

“I agree,” Candace said. 

“Of course, you agree,” Kevin said mockingly. “ 
be surprised if you didn’t.” Kevin was becoming tii 
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“I don’t have any idea,” Kc^^n sputtered. “But at 
least he hasn’t come toward us.” 

“Wliat is he holding?” Candace asked apprehensively. 
“It looks like a hammer.” 

“It is,” Ke\'in managed. “It’s a regular carpenter’s 
clawhammer. It must be one of tlie tools tlie bonobos 
stole when tlie bridge was being built.” 

“Look at die way he is grasping it. Just the way you 
or I would,” Melanie said. “There’s no question he has 
an opposable thumb.” 

“We got to get away from here!” Candace half cried. 
“You t\vo promised me diese creatures were timid. This 
guy is anything but!” 

“Don’t run!” Kevin said, keeping his eyes glued to 
die bonobo’s. 

“You can stay if you want, but I’m going back to die 
boat,” Candace said desperately. 

“We’ll all go, but slowly,” Kerin said. 

Despite warnings not to do so, Candace turned on 
her heels and started to run. But she only went a few 
steps before she froze and let out a scream. 

Kerin and Melanie turned in her direction. Both of 
them caught dicir breaths when diey saw what had 
shocked her: Twent)’’ more bonobos had silently emerged 
from the surrounding forest and had arrayed themselves 
in an arc, eficctivcly blocking die exit from the cul de 
sac. 

Candace slowly backed up until she bumped against 
Melanie. 

For a full minute no one spoke or moved, not even 
any of the bonobos. Then bonobo number one repeated 
his cry; “Atah!” Instandy, the animals began to circle 
around die humans. 
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was in the bonobo’s face, his pupils were pin-po 
Kevin strained to detect intelligence, but it was diffii 
to tell. 

Without the slightest warning the bonobo suddc 
clapped his hands with such force that an echo reverl 
ated between the leafy walls of the cul de sac. At 
same time he yelled; “Atah!” 

Kevin, Melanie, and Candace leaped from frij 
Having worried from the start that the bonobo 
lOut to flee at any moment, they’d not considered. 
)ssibility of him acting aggressively. The violent < 
id yell panicked them, and made them fear the anil 
as about to attack. But he didn’t. He reverted to 
onelike state. 

After a moment’s confusion they recovered a s{ 
ance of their previous poise. They eyed the bone 
irvously. 

“What was that all about.>” Melanie asked. 

“I don’t think he’s as scared of us as we’d thougf 
andace said. “Maybe we should just back away.” 

“I agree,” Kevin said uneasily. “But let’s go sio\ 
•on’t panic.” FoUoAving his own advice, he took a J 
ireful steps backward and motioned for the women 
0 hkewise. 

The bonobo responded by reaching around beh 
is back and grabbing a tool he had suspended by 
ne around his waist. He held the tool aloft over 
:ad and cried “Atah” again. 

The three froze, svide-eyed with terror. 

What can ‘Atah’ mean?” Melanie whined after a f 
oments when nothing happened. “Can it be a wo 
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usinessman,” Kevin said fearfully. “See how he’s 
ointing at us. I think he’s connecting us to the retrieval 
rocess.” 

“That can’t be good,” Melanie whispered. 

Another animal reached out tentatively and touched 
Cevin’s comparatively hairless forearm. Then he 
ouched the directional beacon Kevin was holding in his 
land. Kevin was surprised when he didn’t tr>' to take it 
iway from him. 

The bonobo standing directly in front of Melanie 
cached out and pinched the fabric of her blouse between 
lis thumb and forefinger as if feeling its texture. Then 
1C gently touched the locator she was holding with just 
die tip of his index finger. 

“They seem mystified by us,” Kevin said hesitantly. 
“And strangely respectful. I don’t think they arc going 
to hurt us. Maybe they think we arc gods.” 

“How can we encourage that belief?” Melanie asked. 

“I’ll try to give them something,” Kevin said. Kevin 
considered the objects he had on his person and immedi- 
ately settled on his vvristvvatch. Moving slowly, he put 
tlie directional beacon under his arm and slipped the 
watch from his wrist. Holding it by its bracelet, he 
extended it toward the animal in front of him. 


The animal tilted his head, eyeing the watc/i, then 
reached for it. No sooner had he had it in his hand than 
bonobo number one vocalized the sound; ‘ Of- 
animal with the watch responded by quickly gidne ' 
Bonobo number one examined the watch, then siipp- 
onto his forearm. 

“My god!” Kevin voiced. “My double 
watch. This is a nightmare.” 

Bonobo number one appeared to 
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Candace moaned as she, Kevin, and Melani 
into each other, forming a tight triangle. The 
animals formed around them began to close like 
The bonobos came closer a step at a time. The 
could now distinctly smell them. Their odor w; 
and feral. The animals’ faces were expressioi 
intent. Their eyes flashed. 

The animals stopped advancing when they 
arm’s length from the three friends. Their eye 
and down the humans’ bodies. Some of th< 
holding stone wedges similar to the one that h 
bonobo number sixty. 

Kevin, Melanie, and Candace did not mo’ 
were paralyzed with fear. All the animals Ic 
powerful as bonobo number one. 

Bonobo number one remained outside the ti 
He was still clutching the clawhammer but n 
had it raised over his head. He advanced and m; 
circuit of the group, staring at the humans bet\ 
heads of his compatriots. Then he let out a ; 
sounds accompanied by hand gestures. 

) Several of the other animals answered him. 1 
of them reached out his hand toward Candace, 
moaned. 

“Don’t move,” Kevin managed to say. “I ti 
feet that they haven’t harmed us is a good sign, 

Candace swallowed with difficulty as the b 
hand caressed her hair. He seemed enthralled by i 
color. It took all the resolve she could mustei 
scream or duck away. 

Another animal began to speak and gesture, i 
pointed to his side. Kevin saw a long healing 
scar. “It’s the animal whose kidney went to th 
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for a moment. Then he brought his thumb and fon 
finger together to form a cirdc while saying: “Randa.’ 

One of the bonobos immediately ran off and di 
appeared for a moment into the forest. When 1: 
reappeared, he was carrying a length of rope. 

“Rope?” Kevin said with trepidation. “Now whati’ 

“Where did they get rope?” Melanie asked. 

“They probably stole it with the tools,” Kevin said 

“What are they going to do?” Candace asked ne 
vously. 

The bonobo went directly to Kevin and looped ti 
rope around his waist. Kevin watched %vith a mixture ( 
fear and admiration as the animal tied a crude knot an 
then cinched it tight against Kevin’s abdomen. 

Kevin looked up at the women. “Don’t struggle,” 1 
said. “I think everything is going to be okay as long ; 
we don’t anger them or scare them.” 

“But I don’t want to be tied up,” Candace cried. 

“As long as we’re not hurt it’s okay,” Melanie sai( 
hoping to calm Candace. 

The bonobo roped Melanie and then Candace in 
similar feshion. When he was finished, he stepped bad 
still holding the long end of the rope. 

“Obviously, they want us to stay for a while,” Kevi 
said, trying to make light of the situation. 

“Don’t be mad if I don’t laugh,” Melanie said. 

“At least they don’t mind our talking,” Ke%Tn said. 

“Strangely enough, they seem to find it interesting, 
Melanie said. Each time one of them spoke the neare: 
bonobo would cock its head as if listening. 

Bonobo number one suddenly opened and closed h 
fingers while sweeping his hands a^vay firom his chest. A 
the same time he said: “Arak.” 
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hunting, we’ve seen totally upright posture, opposable 
thumbs, toolmaking, and es^en rudimentary^ speech. I 
sense they can vocalize just like you and I.” 

“It’s extraordinary,” Melanie whispered. “These 
animals have gone through four or five tnilhon years of 
human evolution in the few years they^’ve been out here.” 

“Oh, shut up!” Candace cried. “We’re prisoners of 
these beasts and you two are having a scientific dis- 
cussion.” 

“It’s more than a scientific discussion,” Kevin said. 
‘We’re acknowledging a terrible mistake, and I’m res- 
ponsible. The reality is worse than I feared when I saw 
the smoke coming from this island. These animals are 
protohumans.” 

“I have to share some of the blame,” Melanie said. 

“I disagree,” Kevin said. “I’m the one who created 
the chimeras by adding the human chromosome seg- 
ments. That wasn’t your doing.” 

“What are they doing now?” Candace asked. 

Kevin and Melanie turned to see bonobo number one 
coming toward them, carrying the bloodied corpse of 
one of the colobus monkeys. He was still wearing the 
wristwatch, which only underlined the beast’s odd posi- 
tion between man and ape. 

Bonobo number one brought the dead monkey 
directly to Candace and held it out toward her in both 
his hands and said: “Sta.” 

Candace moaned and turned her head. She looked 
like she was about to get sick. 

“He’s offering it to you,” Melanie told Candace. “Try 
to respond.” 

1 can t look at it,” Candace said. 

“Try!” Melanie pleaded. 
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“If I had to guess, Fd say he’s teUing us to be qt 
Kevin said. 

Ail at once, the entire group stopped. There 
some hand signals among the bonobos. Several po: 
up toward the trees to the right. A small grou 
bonobos slipped silently into the vegetation. 1 
remaining formed a wide circle, except for three 
climbed directly up into the canopy of the forest 
an ease that defied gravity. 

“What’s happening?” Candace whispered. 

“Something important,” Kevin said. “They all : 
to be tense.” 

Several minutes went by. None of the bonobo 
the ground moved or made the slightest noise. ' 
suddenly, there was a tremendous commotion to 
right, accompanied by high-pitched shrieks. At c 
the trees were alive with desperately fleeing col 
monkeys on a course bringing them directly towarc 
bonobos who’d climbed up into the trees. 

The terrified monkeys tried to change direction, 
in their haste several of them lost their hold on 
branches and fell to the ground. Before they c 
recover they were set upon by waiting bonobos or 
ground who killed them instandy with stone wedge 

Candace winced in horror, then turned away. 

“Fd say that was a good example of coordin 
hunting,” Melanie whispered. “That requires a ] 
level of cooperation.” Despite the circumstances, 
couldn’t help but be impressed. 

“Don’t rub it in,” Kevin whispered. “I’m afraid 
jury is in, and the verdict is bad. We’ve only beer 
the island for an hour, but the question that brov 
us here has already been answered. Besides collec 
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Halfvvay up the rock face was the opening of a cave 
that appeared to be accessible onh' by a series of 
extremely steeply tiered ledges. At the lip of the cave 
were a dozen more bonobos. Most were female. They 
were striking their chests with the flat of their hands and 
yelling “bada” over and over again. 

The bonobos with Kevin, Melanie, and Candace did 
the same and then held up the dead colobus monkeys. 
That resulted in hooting from the females that Melanie 
said reminded her of chimps. 

Then the group of bonobos at the base of the cliff 
parted. Kevin, Melanie, and Candace were pulled 
forward. At the sight of them, the females above fell 
silent. 

“Why do I have the feeling the females aren’t so 
happy to see us?” Melanie whispered. 

“I’d rather think they were just confused,” Kevin 
whispered back. “They hadn’t expected company,” 

Finally bonobo number one said “zit” and pointed 
up with his thumb. The group surged forward p ullin g 
Kevin, Melanie, and Candace along. 
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Candace slowly mrncd. Her face reflected her disg 
The monkey’s head had been crushed. 

“Just bow or do something,” Melanie encourage 

Candace smiled weakly and bowed her head. 

Bonobo number one bowed and then withdrew. 

“Incredible,” Melanie said, watching the animal le 
“Although he’s obviously the alpha male, there must 
be remnants of the typical matriarchal bonobo socie 

“Candace, you did great,” Kevin said. 

“I’m a wreck,” Candace said. 

“I knew I should have been a blond,” Mel 
aid with her own attempt at humor. 

The bonobo holding the rope gave a tug significa 
ess forceful than the previous one. The group was 
he move again and Kevin, Melanie, and Candace t 
breed to follow. 

“I don’t want to go any farther,” Candace 
rearfiilly. 

“Pull yourself together,” Melanie said. “Everytl 
IS going to be okay. I’m starting to think Kevin’s sug 
don was right. They think of us like gods, especially 
with that blond hair. They could have killed us insta 
if they’d been inclined, just like they killed the monke 

“Why did they kill the monkeys?” Candace askec 

“I assume for food,” Melanie said. “It is a little 
prising since bonobos are not carnivorous, but chi. 
can be.” 

“I was afraid they were human enough for the kil 
to be for sport,” Candace said. 

The group passed through a marshy area, then be 
i climb. Fifteen minutes later, they emerged from 
Forest twilight onto a rocky but grassy area at the i 
af the limestone escarpment. 
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ized Jack and waved. Jack weaved bacL Lou had kept 

is word. _ 

Jack jogged down the street to the local deli on Col- 

imbus Avenue. One of the policemen dutifully followed, 
ack thought about buying him a donut but decided 
igainst it; he didn’t want the cop to take it the wrong 
vay. 

With an armload of juice, coffee, fruit, and fresh 
iagcls, he returned to the apartment. Laurie was up and 
was in the shower. Jack knocked on the door to 
announce that breakfast was ser\'ed whenever she was 


ready. 

Laurie appeared a few minutes later clad in Jack’s 
robe. Her hair was stiU w'et. The sequelae from the 
previous night’s run-in with Angelo did not look bad. 
All that was apparent was a mild black eye. 

“Now that you’ve had a night’s sleep to think about 
this trip, do you still feel the same?” Laurie asked. 

“Absolutely,” Jack said. “I’m psyched.” 

“Are you really going to pay for every^one’s ticket?” 
she asked. “This could get expensive.” 

“I\'hat else do I have to spend my money on?” Jack 
said. He glanced aroimd his apartment. “Certainly not 
my lifestyle, and the bike is all paid for.” 

“Seriously,” Laurie said. “I can understand Esteban 


to some extent, but Warren and Natalie?” 

The previous night when the proposal had been pre- 
sented to Tcodora, she had reminded her husband that 
one of them had to stay in the city to mind the market 
and be there for their teenage son. The decision that 
^teban would go instead of Tcodora had been dedded 
by the flip of a coin. 


‘T vvas serious about making it fiin,” Jack said. “Even 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


March 7, 1997, 6:15 A.M. 

New York City 

s lids blinked open, and he was instantly awake. He 
p and rubbed his gritty eyes. He was still tired 
the poor night’s sleep the night before last and from 
ig stayed up later than he planned the previous 
ng, but he was too keyed up to fall back asleep. 
:tting up off the couch. Jack wrapped himself in his 
:et against the morning chill and went to the 
3om door. He listened for a moment. Convinced 
Laurie was still sound asleep, he cracked the door. 
:’d expected, Laurie was on her side under a mound 
vers, breathing deeply. 

! quietly as possible, Jack tiptoed across the bedroom 
mtered the bathroom. Once the door was dosed, 
lickly shaved and showered. When he reappeared, he 
^leased to see that Laurie had not budged. 

:tting fresh clothes from his closet and bureau, Jack 
;d them out into the living room and got dressed. 
/ minutes later, he emerged from his building into 
redawn light. It was raw and cold with a few snow- 
dancing in the gusts of wind, 
ross the street was a squad car with two uniformed 
:men drinking coffee and reading the morning 
s with the help of the interior light. They rccog- 
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Jack and Laurie went to the cofifee urn. “He’s been 
in a weird mood for the last couple of days,” Jack 
whispered. 

Laurie glanced back at Vinnie over her shoulder. 
Vinnie had gone back behind his newspaper. 

“That was a strange reaction,” she agreed. “I noticed 
he was nervous around me yesterday. 

Jack and Laurie’s eyes met. They regarded each other 
for a moment. 

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Laurie asked. 
“Maybe,” Jack said. “It kind of fits. He certainly has 
access.” 

“I think we should say something to Lou,” Laurie 
said, “I’d hate it to be Vinnie, but we have to find out 
who’s been gi\ing out cortfidential information around 
here.” 

Conveniendy for Laurie, her week-long rotation as 
the day chief was over, and Paul Plodgett’s was starting. 
Paul was already at the desk, going over the cases that 
had come in the previous night. Laurie and Jack told 
him they were planning on taking vacation time and 
wanted to skip doing any autopsies that day unless there 
'vas a glut. Paul assured them that the case load was 
I'ght. 

Laurie was more politically minded than Jack, and it 
was her opinion that they should approach Calvin about 
their vacation plans before they talked with Bingham, 
lack bowed to her better judgment. Calvin’s response 

'vas to merely grunt that they could have given more 
notice. 

As soon as Bingham arrived, Laurie and Jack went to 
■5 0 cc. He regarded them curiously over rhp 
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if we don’t learn anything, which is a possibility, it w 
at least be a great trip. I could see in Warren’s eyes 1 
interest to visit that part of Africa. And on the way bac 
we’ll spend a night or two in Paris.” 

“You don’t have to convince me,” Laurie said. “I w 
against your going at first, but now I’m excited myself 

“Now all we have to do is convince Bingham,” Ja( 
said. 

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” Laurie sai( 
“Neither of us has taken the vacation time they’^ 
wanted us to. And Lou said he’d put in his two cen 
about the threats. He’d like to get us out of to%vn.” 

“I never trust bureaucracy,” Jack said. “But I’ll h 
optimistic. And assuming we’re going, let’s divvy up th 
errands. I’ll go ahead and get the tickets whdle yoi 
Warren, and Natalie take care of the visa situation. Alsc 
we’ve got to arrange for some shots and start malari 
prophylaxis. We really should have more time for immu 
nizations, but we’ll do the best we can, and we’ll take 
lot of insect repellant.” 

“Sounds good,” Laurie said. 

Because of Laurie, Jack left his beloved mountain bik 
in his apartment. Together, they cabbed down to th( 
medical examiner’s office. When they walked into the IE 
room Vmme lowered his newspaper and looked at then 
as if they were ghosts. 

“What are you guys doing here?” he asked with s 
voice that broke. He cleared his throat. 

“What kind of question is that?” Jack asked. “Wc 
work here, Vinnie. Have you forgotten?” 

I just didn’t think you two were on call,” Vinnie 
said. He hastily took a drink from his coffee cup before 
coughing again. 
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“Did Detective Soldano think it ^ise for you wo to 

leave town?” Bingham asked. 

“Yes, he did,” Laurie said. 

“Fine,” Bingham said. “Then you’re out of here. Am 
I supposed to call Soldano or is he calling me? 

“It was our understanding that he was going to call 

you,” Laurie said. 

“Good,” Bingham said. Then he looked directly at 
Jack. “What about the liver issue?” 

“That’s up in the air,” Jack said. “I’m still waiting on 
some more tests.” 

Bingham nodded and commented: “This case is a 
goddanmed pain in the ass. Just make sure I’m informed 
of any brealdng news while you’re away. I don’t want 
any surprises.” He looked down at his desk and picked 
up the mail. “You people have a good trip and send me 
a postcard.” 

Laurie and Jack went out into the hall and smiled at 
each other. 


“Well, it looks good,” Jack said. “Bingham was the 
major potential stumbling block.” 

“I wonder if we should have told him we’re going to 
Africa because of the liver issue?” Lavuie asked- 


“I don’t think so,” Jack said. “He might hzrc 
changed his mind about letting us go. As fer as he’s 
concerned, he ssishes this case would just disappear.” 

Rctinng to their separate offices, Laurie phoned the 
Equatopnean Embassy' about the visas, while Jack 
called ffie airlines. She quickly learned that Esteban had 

could be done thn morning. Jack found Air fe- 

»-! h= 

P y oiScc that afternoon to pick up fe idfert 
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Hospital. Once there, he went directly up to Dr. Peter 
Malovar’s lab. As usual he found the aged pathologist 
bent over his microscope. Jack waited respectfully until 
the professor had finished studying his current sUde. 

“Ahhh, Dr. Stapleton,” Dr. Malovar said, catching 
sight of Jack. “I’m glad you came. Now, where is that 
slide of yours?” 

^ Dr. Malovar’s lab was a dusty clutter of books, jour- 
nals, and hundreds of slide trays. The wastebaskets were 
perennially overflowing. The professor steadfastly re- 
fused to allow anybody into his work space to clean lest 
they disturb his structured disorder. 

With surprising speed, the professor located Jack’s 
slide on top of a veterinary pathology book. His nimble 
fingers picked it up and slipped it under the microscope’s 
objective. 

“Dr. Osgood’s suggestion to have this reviewed by 
Dr. Hammersmith was crackcrjack,” Dr. Malovar said as 
he focused. When he was satisfied, he sat back, picked 
up the book, and opened it to the page indicated by a 
clean microscope slide. He handed Ae book to Jack. 

Jack looked at the page Dr. Malovar indicated. It was 
a photomicrograph of a section of liver. There was a 
granuloma similar to the one on Jack’s slide. 

; ■ ‘It’s tlic same,” Dr. Malovar said. He motioned for 

Jack to compare by looking into the microscope. 

Jack leaned fonvard and studied the slide. The images 
did seem identical. 

“This is certainly one of the more interesting slides 
. you have brought to me,” Dr. Malovar said. He pushi 
a lock of his nild, gray hair out of his c\'cs. “As you can 

rc.id from the book, tire offending organism is called 
hcpatoc)’stis.” 
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Laiiric appeared in Jack’s office. She was beaming, 
“I’m beginning to think this is really going to happen,” 
she said excitedly. “How’d you do?” 

“Fine,” Jack said. “We leave tonight at seven-fifty.” 

“I can’t believe this,” Laurie said. “I feel like a teen- 
ager going on my first trip.” 

After making arrangements with the travel and immu- 
nization office at the Manhattan General Hospital, they 
called Warren. He agreed to get in touch with Natalie 
and meet them at the hospital. 

The nurse practitioner gave each of them a battery of 
shots as well as prescriptions for antimalarial drugs. She 
also urged them to wait a full week before exposure. 
Jack explained that was impossible. The nurse’s response 
was to say that she was glad they were going and not 
her. 

In the hall outside the travel office, Warren asked Jack 
what the woman meant. 

“It takes up to a week for these shots to take effect,” 
Jack explained. “That is, except for the gamma 
globulin.” 

“Are we taking a risk, then?” Warren asked. 

“Life’s a risk,” Jack quipped. “Seriously, there’s some 
risk, but each day our immune systems will be better 
prepared. The main problem is the malaria, but I inteno" 
to take a hell of a lot of insect repeUant.” 

“So you’re not concerned?” Warren asked. 

“Not enough to keep me home,” Jack said. 

After leaving the hospital, they all went to a passport 
photo place and had snapshots taken. With those in 
hand, Laurie, Warren, and Natalie left to visit the 
Equatoguinean Embassy. 

Jack caught a taxi and directed it to the University 
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were the confusing results that Ted Lynch had gotten 
on tlie DNA analysis to contend with. And on top of 
tliat was the fact there was no inflammation in the liver 
with no immunosuppressant drugs. The only thing that 
was certain was that it all didn’t make sense. 

Arriving back at the morgue, Jack went directly up to 
die DNA lab with the intention of grilling Ted in the 
hope that he could come up with some hypothesis to 
explain what was going on. The problem as Jack saw it 
was that Jack didn’t know enough about current DNA 
science to come up xvith an idea on his own. The field 
was changing too rapidly. 

“Jesus, Stapleton, where the hell have you been!” 
Ted snapped the moment he saw Jack. “I’ve been calling 
all over creation and nobody’s seen you.” 

“I’ve been out,” Jack said defensively. He thought 
for a second about explaining what was going on then 
changed his mind. Too much had happened in the pre- 
tious twelve hours. 

“Sit down!” Ted commanded. 

Jack sat. 

Ted searched around on his desktop until he located 
a particular sheet of developed film covered with 
'"•ndreds of minute dark bands. He handed it to Jack. 

Ted, why do you do this to me?” Jack complained. 
“You know perfeedy well I have no idea what I’m 
looking at vith tliese things.” 

Ted ignored Jack, while he searched for another 
similar piece of ceUuloid. He found it under a laboratory 

budget he was working on. He handed the second one 
to Jack. 

“Hold tlicm up to the light,” Ted said. 
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it upon myself to run the DNA for the ABO blood 
groups. So far that’s coming up just like the DQ alpha. 

I think it’s going to be a perfect match for Franconi, 
which only confuses things farther. It’s a weird case. 

“Tell me about it!” Jack said. He then related to Ted 
tlic discovery of an Old World primate parasite. 

Ted made an expression of confusion. “I’m glad this 
is,your case and not mine,” he said. 

^ Jack placed the sheet of celluloid on Ted’s desk. “If 
I’m luckj', I might have some answers in the next few 
daj's,” he said. “Tonight I’m off to Africa to visit the 
same country Franconi did.” 

“Is the office sending you?” Ted asked with surprise. 

“Nope,” Jack said. “I’m going on my own. Well, 
that’s not quite true. I mean, I’m paying for it, but 
Laurie is going, too.” 

“My god, you are thorough,” Ted said. 

“Dogged is probably a better word,” Jack said. 

Jack got up to go. When he reached the door, Ted 
called out to him; “I did get the results of the mitochon- 
drial DNA back. There was a match with Mrs. Franconi, 
so at least your identification was right.” 

“Finally something definitive,” Jack said. 

Jack was again about to leave when Ted called out 
f -iu. 

“I just had a crazy idea,” Ted said. “The only way I 
could explain the results I’ve been getting is if the fiver 
was transgenic.” 

‘mat the hell docs that mean?” Jack asked. 

“It means the liver contains DNA from uvo separate 
organisms,” Ted said. 

Hmmmm,” Jack said. “I’ll have to think about that 
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Jack did as he was told. He looked at the two she 
Even he could tell they were diflferent. 

Ted pointed to the first sheet of celluloid. “This 
study of the region of the DNA that codes for riboso 
protein of a human being. I just picked a case at ranc 
to show you what it looks hke.” 

“It’s gorgeous,” Jack said. 

“Let’s not be sarcastic,” Ted said. 

“I’ll try,” Jack said. 

“Now, this other one is a study of Franconi’s 1 
sample,” Ted said. “It’s the same region using the s; 
enzymes as the first study. Can you see how differei 
is?” 

“That’s the only thing I can see,” Jack said. 

Ted snatched away the human study and tosse 
aside. Then he pointed at the film Jack was still hold, 
“As I told you yesterday this information is on < 
ROM so I was able to let the computer make a m; 
of the pattern. It came back that it was most consisi 
with a chimpanzee.” 

“Not definitely a chimpanzee?” Jack asked. Not! 
seemed to be definite about this case. 

“No, but close,” Ted said. “Kind of like a cousii 
a chimpanzee. Something like that.” 

“Do chimps have cousins?” Jack asked. 

“You got me,” Ted said with a shrug. “But I’ve b 
dying to give you this information. You have to ad 
it’s rather impressive.” 

“So firom your perspective it was a xenograft,” j 
said. 

Ted shrugged again. “If you made me guess, 
have to say yes. But taking the DQ alpha results i 
consideration, I don’t know what to say. Also I’ve ta 
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and give the scheduled doses,” Bertram said. “WiU that 
be a problem?” 

“No problem whatsoever, Doaor,” Shirlq'^ said. 
Bertram disconnected and then dialed Melanie s lab 
in the hospital complex. He was less famihar with the 
staff and didn’t know the person who anstvered. But 
the person knew' Bertram and told him a chsturbing 
story-. Melanie hadn’t been in that day because she’d 
been tied up at the animal center. 

Bertram hung up and neiv'ously tapped the top of the 
phone w'ith the nail of his index finger. Despite Sieg- 
fried’s assertions that he’d taken care of the potential 
problem with Kevin and his reputed ^Ifiiends, Bertram 
was skeptical. Melanie w'as a conscientious worker. It 
certainly wasn’t like her to miss a scheduled injection. 

Snapping up the phone again, Bertram tried calling 
Kevin, but there w'as no answer. 

Wth his suspicions rising, Bertram got up firom his 
desk and informed Martha, his secretary', that he’d be 
back in an hour. Outside, he climbed into his Cherokee 
and headed for tow'n. 

As he drove Bertram became increasingly' certain that 
Kevin and the women had managed to go to the island, 
and it angered him. He berated himself for allow'ing 
Siegfried to lull him into a false sense of security'. Bertram 
had a growing premonition that Kevin’s curiosity was 
going to cause major trouble. 

At the point of transition from asphalt to cobblestones 
at the edge of town, Bertram had to brake abrupdy. In 
« mounting vexation, he’d been unaware of his speed, 
he vvet cobblestones from the recent downpour were 
bef ^ ^ Bertram’s car skidded several y'ards 


434 


Robin Cook 


Cogo, Equatortai Guinea 

Bertram looked at his watch. It was four o’clock ii 
afternoon. Raising his eyes to look out the windo' 
noticed that the sudden, violent tropical rainstorm t 
had totally darkened the sky only fifteen, minutes e 
had already vanished. In its place was a steamy s 
Afiican afternoon. 

With sudden resolve Bertram reached for his p 
and called up to the fertility center. The evening tei 
the name of Shirley Cartwright answered. 

“Have the two new breeding bonobo female; 
their hormone shots today?” Bertram asked. . 

“Not yet,” Shirley said. 

“I thought the protocol called for them to gc 
shots at two P.M.,” Bertram said. 

“That’s the usual schedule,” Shirley said hesitar 

“Why the delay?” Bertram asked. 

“Miss Becket hasn’t arrived yet,” Shirley expli 
rcluctandy. The last thing she wanted to do was ge 
immediate boss in trouble, but she knew she cou 
lie. 

“When was she due?” Bertram asked. 

“No particular time,” Shirley said. “She’d tolc 
day staff she’d be busy all morning in her lab ov 
the hospital. I imagine she got tied up.” 

“She didn’t leave instructions for the hormones l 
given by someone else if she didn’t arrive by t\ 
Bertram asked. 

“Apparently not,” Shirley said. “So I expect h 
any minute.” 

“If she doesn’t come in the next half-hour, go a 
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“Where did they go this morning:’ Bertram 
“I assume to Acalayong ” Siegfried said. “The} 
seen leaxing in a pirogue before dawm by a member or 
the janitorial staff.” 

“Then they have gone to the island by nater, 
Bertram snapped. 

“They were seen going west, not east,” Siegfried said. 
“It could have been a ruse,” Bertram said. 

“It could have,” Siegfried agreed. “And I thon^t or 
the possibility. I even discussed it with Cameron. But 
both of us are of the opinion that the only v>-ay to -nsr 
the island by water is to land at the staging area. The 
rest of the island is surrounded by a virtual wall c: 
mangroves and marsh.” 

Bertram’s eyes rose up to stare at the huge rhino heads 
on the wall behind Siegfried. Their brainless carcasses 
reminded him of the site manager, yet Bertram had m 
admit in tliis instance he had a point. In fact, when the 
island was initially considered for the bonobo project its 
inaccessibility by water had been one of its attractions. 

“And they couldn’t have landed at the staging area,” 
Siegfried continued, “because the soldiers are still out 
tlicrc itching to have an excuse to use their AK'47s,” 
Siegfried laughed. “It tickles me every time I think of 
tlicir shooting out Melanie’s car windows.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” Bertram said grud^^v. 

“Of course I’m right,” Siegfried said. 

“But I’m still concerned,” Bertram said. “Ar-d — 
picious. I want to get into Kevin’s oSce.” 

For what reason?” Siegfried asked, 

“1 was stupid enough to shon-' him hr-r- 
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Bertram parked in the hospital parking lot. He 
climbed to die third floor of the lab and pounded on 
Kevin’s door. There was no response. Bertram tried the 
door. It was locked. 

Retiuming to his car, Bertram drove around the town 
square and parked behind the town hall. He nodded to 
the lazy group of soldiers loimging in broken rattan 
chairs in the shade of the arcade. 

Taking the stairs by twos, Bertram presented himself 
to Aurielo and said he had to speak to Siegfried. 

“He’s with the chief of security at the moment,” 
Aurielo said. 

“Let him know I’m here,” Bertram said, as he began 
to pace the outer office. His irritation was mounting. 

Five minutes later, Cameron Mclvers emerged from 
the inner office. He said hello to Bertram, but Bertram 
ignored him in his haste to get in to see Siegfried. 

“We’ve got a problem,” Bertram said. “Melanie 
Becket didn’t show up for a scheduled injection this 
afternoon, and Kevin Marshall is not in his lab.” 

“Fra not surprised,” Siegfried said calmly. He sat back 
and stretched with his good arm. “They were both seen 
leaving early this morning with the nurse. The menage- 
a-trois seems to be blossoming. They even had a dinner 
party late into the night at Kevin’s house, and then the 
svomen stayed over.” 

“Truly?” Bertram questioned. That the nerdy re- 
searcher could be involved in such a liaison seemed 
mpossible. 

“I should know,” Siegfried said. “I live across the 
P'ecn from Kevin. Besides, I met the women earlier at 
he Chickee Bar. They were already tipsy and told me 
hey were on their way to Kevin’s.” 


the program had run its course, Bertra^i had 
probiem wth bonobo numbers srxsx and 

With mounting anxiety’, Bertram tried to get the mcn- 
cators for the two animals to more. When he conlcm^t, 
he went back to real time and displayed the two a nima ls' 
current positions. They’ d not changed one iom. 

“Good lordl” Bertram moaned. All at once, the 
worry about Kevin vanished and was replaced with a 
more pressing problem. Taming off the computer, 
Bertram snapped up the printed island graphics, and ran 
out of the lab. Outside, he passed up his car to run 
dircedy across the square to the town hail. He knew' it 
would take less time on foot. 

He raced up the stairs. As he entered the outer office, 
Auriclo looked up. Bertram ignored him. He burst into 
Siegfried’s office unannounced. 

“I’ve got to talk with you immediately,” Bertram 
sputtered to Siegfried. He was out of breath. 

Siegfried was meeting with his food-service super- 
risor. Both appeared stunned by Bertram’s arrival. 

“It’s an emergency,” Bertram added. 

The food-service supervisor stood up. “I can return 
later,” he said and left. 

“This better be important,” Siegfried warned. 

Bertram waved the computer printouts. “It’s very 
bad news,” he said. He took the chair vacated by the 
supenisor. “Kevin Marshall figured out a way to follow 
the bonobos over time.” 

‘So w'hat?” Siegfried said. 

At least two of the bonobos don’t move,” Bertram 
said, Kumber sLxtj' and number sixty-seven. And they 
haven’t moved for more than twenty-four hours. There’s 
omy one explanation. They’re dead!” 
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advantage of it. I know because he’s accessed it on sevei 
occasions for long periods of time. I’d like to see if I c: 
find out what he’s been up to.’’ 

“I’d say that sounds quite reasonable,” Siegfiied sai 
He called out to Aurielo to see to it that Bertram hs 
an entrance card for the lab. Then he said to Bertrari 
“Let me know if you find anjrthing interesting.” 

“Don’t worry,” Bertram said. 

Armed with the magnetic pass card, Bertram returnc 
to the lab and entered Kevin’s space. Locking the doc 
behind him, he first went through Kevin’s desk. Fmdin 
nothing, he made a quick tour of the room. The fir; 
sign of trouble was a stack of computer paper next t 
the printer that Bertram recognized as printouts of th 
island graphic. 

Bertram examined each page. He could tell that the 
represented varying scales. What he couldn’t figure ou 
was the meaning of all the surcharged geometric shape; 

Putting the pages aside, Bertram went to Kevin’s com 
putcr and began to search through his directories. I 
wasn’t long before he found what he was looking foi 
the source of the information on the printouts. 

For the next half hour, Bertram was transfixed b 
what he found: Kevin had devised a way to follow indi 
vidual animals in real time. After Bertram played wit! 
this capability for a while, he came across Kevin’s storec 
information documenting the animals’ movement ovei 
a period of several hours. From this information, Bertram 
was able to reproduce the geometric shapes. 

“You are too clever for your own good,” Bertram saic 
out loud as he allowed the computer to run sequential!) 
through the movements of each animal. By the time 
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team of security-cleared animal handlers ready by dawn 
tomorrow. Wc’U begin by darting the splinter group. 
Once we have all the animals caged, which should take 
no more than two or three days, we’U move them at 
night to a section of the animal center that I will 
prepare.” 

“I suppose I’d better recall that contingent of soldiers 
► out by the bridge,” Siegfried said. “The last thing we 
need is for them to shoot the animal handlers,” 

“I didn’t like having them out there in the first place,” 
Bertram said. “I was afraid they might have shot one of 
the animals for sport or soup.” 

“When should we inform our respective bosses at 
GenSys?” Siegfiied asked. 

“Not until it is done,” Bertram said. “Only then will 
we know how many animals have been killed. Maybe 
we’ll also have a better idea of the best ultimate dispo- 
sition. My guess is we’ll have to build a separate, new 
facility.” 

S “For that, we’d need authorization,” Siegfiied said. 

. “Obriously,” Bertram said. He stood up. “All I can 
i say is that it is a damn good thing I had the foresight to 
move all those cages out there.” 

New York City 

■r; Ibi)7nond felt better than he had in days. Things seemed 
to have gone well from the moment he’d gotten up. 
ust after nine he d called Dr. Waller Anderson, and not 
only was the doctor going to join, he already had two 
c icnts ready to plunk down their deposits and head out 
jjsi ^ ^ aliamas for the bone marrow aspirations. 

hen around noon Raymond had gotten a caU from 
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Siegfried raised his eyebrows. “Well, they’re animals,” 
he said. “Animals die. We have to expect some attrition.” 

“You don’t understand,” Bertram said with a tinge 
of disdain. “You made light of my concern that the 
animals had split into two groups. I told you that it was 
significant. This, unfortunately, is proof. As sure as I’m 
standing here, those animals are killing each other!” 

“You think so?” Siegfiried asked with alarm. 

“There’s no doubt in my mind,” Bertram said. “I’ve 
been agonizing over why they split up into two groups. 
I decided it had to have been because we forgot to 
maintain the balance between males and females. There’s 
no other explanation, and it means the males are fighting 
over the females. I’m sure of it.” 

“Oh my god!” Siegfiied exclaimed, with a shake of 
his head. “That’s terrible news.” 

“It’s more than terrible,” Bertram said. “It’s intoler- 
able. It will be the ruin of the whole program provided 
we don’t act.” 

“What can we do?” Siegfiied asked. 

“First, we tell no one!” Bertram said. “If there is ever 
an order to harvest either sixty or sixty-seven, we’ll deal 
with that particular problem then. Second, and more 
important, we must bring the animals in like I’ve been 
advocating. The bonobos won’t be killing each other if 
they’re in separate cages.” 

Siegfried had to accept the white-haired veterinarian’s 
advice. Although he’d always favored the animals being 
off by themselves for logistical and security reasons, its 
time was past. The animals could not be allowed to kill 
each other. In a very real way, there was no choice. 

“When should we retrieve them?” Siegfried asked. 

“As soon as possible,” Bertram said. “I can have a 
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«^Vould you like the radio on, sir?” the d^er 
“Sure, why not,” Raymond said. He was a.eaa, 

bcanning to enjoy himself. ^ r 

Be drive across town was the most diScnlt o. 
the trip. Once they' were on the West Side Hrshs^v.^ 
th(y' were able to make good time. There was a lOi.^^ 
traffic, but since rush hour had not begun, the tramc 
moved fluidly. It was the same simation on the George 
Washington Bridge. In less than an hour Raymond was 


dropped off atTeterboro Airport. 

The GenSys plane had not yet arrh'ed, but Raymond 
was not concerned. He positioned himself in the lounge, 
where he had a view of the runw'ay and ordered himself 
a scotch, just as he was being served, the sleek GenSys 
jet swooped in low out of the clouds and touched down. 

It ta,ticd over to a position directly in front of Raymond. 

It was a beautiful aircraft painted white with a red 
stripe along its side. Its only markings were its call sign, 
N69SU, and a tiny American flag. Both were on the fin 
of the tail assembly. 

As if in slow motion, a forward door opened and self- 
contained steps extended down toward the tarmac. An 
impeccably dressed steward in dark-blue livery appeared 
in the doorway, descended the stairs and entered the 
■'general aviation building. His name was Roger Perry. 
Raymond remembered him weU. Along with anothei 
steward named Jasper Devereau, he’d been on the plane 
every tnp Raymond had made. 


Once inside the building, Roger scanned the lounge 
greeted him with a salute. 

as '"Sgage, sir>” Roger asked 

as he picked up Raymond’s bag. 



Dr. Alice Norwood, whose office was on Rodeo Drive 
in Beverly HiUs. She’d called to say that she’d recruited 
three physicians with large private practices who were 
eager to come on board. One was in Century City, 
another in Brentwood, and the last was in Bel-Air. She 
was convinced that these doctors would soon provide a 
flood of clients because the market on the West Coast 
for the service Raymond was offering was nothing short 
of phenomenal. 

But what had pleased Raymond the most during the 
day was whom he didn’t hear from. There were no 
calls from either Vinnie Dominick or Dr. Daniel Levitz. 
Raymond took this silence to mean that the Franconi 
business had finally been put to bed. 

At three-thirty, the door buzzer went off. Darlene 
answered it and with a tearful voice told Raymond that 
his car was waiting. 

Raymond took his girlfriend in his arms and patted 
her on the back. “Next time maybe you can go,” 
Raymond said consolingly. 

“Really?” she asked. 

“I can’t guarantee it,” Raymond said. “But we’ll try.” 
Raymond had no control over the GenSys flights. 
Darlene had been able to go on only one of the trips to 
Cogo. On all the other occasions, the plane had been’ 
full on one of the segments. As standard procediure, tlie 
plane flew from the States to Europe and then on to 
Bata. On the return trip the same general itinerary was 
followed, although it was always a different European 
city. 

After promising to call as soon as he arrived in Cogo, 
Raymond carried his bag do\vnstairs. He climbed into 
the waiting sedan and luxuriously leaned back. 
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Rajinond froze. At the same time, he felt a sinking 
feeling in his gut. 

“Hello, Dr. Lyons. Welcome aboard. ’ 

“Taylor Cabot!” Raymond croaked. “I didn’t expect 

to sec you.” 

“I suppose not,” Taylor said. “I’m surprised to see 
myself.” He smiled and gestured toward the seat next 
to him. 

Ra>-mond quickly sat down. He berated himself for 
not taking the drink Jasper had offered. His throat had 
gone bone-dry. 

“I’d been informed of the plane’s flight plan,” Taylor 
explained, “and since there was a window of opportunity 
in my schedule, I thought it wise for me to personally 
check on our Cogo operation. It was a last-minute 
decision. Of course, we’ll be making a stop in Zurich for 
me to have a short meeting with some bankers. I hope 
you won’t find that inconvenient.” 

Raymond shook his head. “No, not at all,” he 
stammered. 

“And how arc things going with the bonobo 
project?” Taylor asked. 

‘Wciy well,” Raymond managed. “We’re expecting a 
number of new clients. In fact, we’re having trouble 
keeping up with demand.” 

“And w'hat about that regrettable episode with Carlo 
Franconi?” Taylor enquired. “I trust that has been suc- 
cessfully dealt with.” 

‘ \cs, of course,” Raymond sputtered. He tried to 
smile. 

“Part of the reason I’m making this trip is to be 
reassured that project is worth supporting,” Taylor said. 
My chief financial officer assures me that it is now 
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“That’s it,” Baymond said. “Are we leaving alre: 
Isn’t the plane going to refuel?” That had been 
procedure on previous flights. 

“We’re all set,” Roger said. 

Raymond got to his feet and followed the stetv 
out into the gray, raw March afternoon. As 
approached the luxurious private jet, Raymond ho 
there were people watching him. At times like this, 
felt as if he were living the life that was meant for h 
He even told himself that he was lucky he’d lost 
medical license. 

“Tell me, Roger,” Raymond called out just bef 
they reached the stairs. “Are we full on the flight 
Europe?” On every flight Raymond had been on, ther 
been other GcnSys executives. 

“Only one other passenger,” Roger said. He stepj 
to the side at the base of the stairs and gestured 
Raymond to precede him. 

Raymond smiled as he climbed. With only one oti 
passenger and two stewards, the flight was going to 
even more enjoyable than he’d anticipated. The troub 
that he’d had over the previous few days seemed a sre 
price to pay for such luxury. 

Just inside the plane, he was met by Jasper. Jasper to 
his overcoat and jacket and asked if Raymond wantec 
drink before takeoff. 

“I’U wait,” Raymond said gaUandy. 

Jasper pulled aside the drape that separated the gall 
from the cabin. Swelling with pride, Raymond passi 
into the main part of the plane. He was debating whii 
of the deeply cushioned leather chairs to take when f 
eyes passed over the face of the other passeng* 
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“He played a surprising role in the Cerino afiair,” 
Laurie explained. 

“He’s with the competing Luda organization,” Lou 
said. “They’ve been having a field day after Cerino’s M. 
But my gut feeling tells me we’re going to puncture 
their balloon.” 

“Wliat about the mole in the medical examiner’s 
office?” Laurie asked. 

“Hey, first things first,” Lou said. ‘'We’ll get to that. 
Don’t worry.” 

“When you do, check out one of the techs by the 
name of Vinnie Amcndola,” Laurie said. 

“Any particular reason?” Lou asked, as he wTOte 
down the name in the small notebook he carried in the 
side pocket of his jacket. 

“Just a suspidon,” Laurie saicL 
“Consider it done,” Lou said, “You know, this 
episode show's how fast things can change. Yesterday I 
was in the dog house, w'hercas today I’m the golden 
boy. I even got a call fi'om the captain about a possible 
commendation. Can you believe it?” 

“You dcserv’e it,” Laurie said. 

“Hey, if I get one, you guys should get one, too,” 
Lou said. 

Jack felt someone tap on his arm. It was the v/aitress. 
She asked if they wanted another round. 

“Hey, everybody?” Jack called out abcr/c the babble 
of voices. “More beer?” 

Jack looked first at Natalie who put her hand over her 
glass to indicate she w.'as fine. She looked radiant in a 
dark purple jumpstiit. She was a third-grade teacher at 
a public school in Harlem, but didn’t look like any 
teacher Jack could remember. From Jack’s perspective 
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turning a small profit. But my operations officer has 
reservations about jeopardizing our primate research 
business. So, I have to make a decision. I hope you will 
be willing to help me.” 

“Certainly,” Raymond squeaked, as he heard the 
characteristic whine of the jet engines starting. 


It was like a party at the bar in the international departure 
lounge at JFK airport. Even Lou was there having a beer 
and popping peanuts into his mouth. He was in a great 
mood and acted as if he were going on the trip. 

Jack, Laurie, Warren, Natalie, and Esteban were 
sitting with Lou at a round table in the corner of the 
bar. Over their heads was a television tuned to a hockey 
game. The frantic voice of the announcer and the roar 
of the fans added to the general din. 

“It’s been a great day,” Lou yelled to Jack and Laurie. 
“We picked up Vido Delbario, and he’s singing to save 
his ass. I think we’ll be making a major dent in the 
Vaccarro organization.” 

“What about Angelo Facciolo and Franco Pond?” 
Laurie asked. 

“That’s another story,” Lou said with a laugh. “For 
once the judge sided with us and set bail at two million 
each. What did the trick was the police impersonation 
charge.” 

“How about Spoletto Funeral Home?” Laurie asked. 

“That’s going to be a gold mine,” Lou said. “The 
owner is the brother of the wife of Vinnie Dominick. 
You remember him, don’t you, Laurie?” 

Laurie nodded. “How can I forget?” 

“Who’s Vinnie Dominick?” Jack asked. 
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Jack pointed over to Esteban, ‘-'Our 
traveling compamon has taken care of the 
His cousin’s meeting us at the airport, ana fcs v>i-- s 
brother has a hotel.” 

‘Tou should be fine,” Lou said. “Whars your planr^ 
“Esteban’s cousin has arranged for us to rent a van," 
Jack said. “So we’ll drive to Cogo.” 

“And just drop in?” Lou asked, 

“That’s the idea,” Jack said. 

“Good luck,” l>ou said. 

“Thanks,” Jack said. “We’ll probably need it.” 

A half-hour later the group — minus Lon — mernij 
boarded the 747. Thq' found their seats and stcrared distr 
carr>‘-on baggage. No sooner had they gotten dremselTts 
situated than the huge plane lurched and vtas pulled 
from the gate. 

Later when the engines began to saeam and the plane 
began its dash down the runwaj- to takeoS^ Laurie felt 
Jack take her hand. He gripped it fiercely. 

“Arc you okay?” she asked. 

Jack nodded. “I’ve just learned not to like air travel,” 
he said. 

Laurie understood. 

, . Warren exclaimed gleefiiUy. 

Mnca, here wc cornel” 
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her features were reminiscent of the Egyptian sculptures 
in the Metropolitan Museum that Laurie had dragged 
him in to see. Her eyes were almond-shaped and her lips 
were full and generous. Her hair was done up in the 
most elaborate corn-row style that Jack had ever seen. 
Natalie had said that it was her sister’s forte. 

When Jack looked at Warren to see whether he wanted 
more beer, he shook his head. Warren was sitting next 
to Natalie. He was wearing a sport jacket over a black 
T-shirt that somehow managed to hide his powerful 
physique. He looked happier than Jack had ever seen 
him. His mouth harbored a half smile instead of his 
normal expression of hard-lipped determination. 

“I’m fine,” Esteban called out. He, too, was smiling, 
even more broadly than Warren. 

Jack looked at Laurie. “No more for me. I want to 
save some room for wine with dinner on the plane.” 
Laurie had her auburn hair braided and was wearing a 
loose-fitting velour top with leggings. With her relaxed, 
ebullient demeanor and casual clothes Jack thought she 
looked like she was in college. 

“Yeah, sure. I’ll have another beer,” Lou said. 

“One beer,” Jack told the waitress. “Then the 
check.” 

“How’d you guys make out today?” Lou asked Jack 
and Laurie. 

“We’re here,” Jack said. “That was the goal. Laurie 
and the others got the visas, and I got the tickets.” He 
patted his stomach. “I also got a bunch of French francs 
and a money belt. I was told that the French franc was 
the hard currency of choice for that part of Afiica.” 

“What’s going to happen when you arrive?” Lou 
asked. 


451 


chromosome 6 

animals were mystified by the humans and intended to 
keep them alive and well. They’d pro\ided them with 
muddy water in gourds and a variety of food. Unfortu- 
nately, the food w’as in the form of grubs, maggots, and 
otlicr insects along witli some kind of sedge from Lago 
Hippo. 

Later in the afternoon, tlie animals had started a fire 
at the cave’s entrance. Kevin was particularly interested 
in how tliev started it, but he’d been too far back to 
observe tlieir method. A group of die bonobos had 
formed a tight circle, and then a half an hour later a fire 
was going. 

“Well, that answers the question about the smoke,” 
Kevin had said. 

The animals had skewered the colobus monkeys and 
roasted diem ov'er the fire. The monkeys were then torn 
apart and distributed with great fanfare. Given all die 
hooting and vocalizations it had been obvious to the 
humans that diis monkey meat was considered a great 
treat. 

Bonobo number one had placed a few morsels of 
the feast on a large leaf and brought diem back to the 
humans. Only Kevin had been willing to try it. He’d 
said it was the toughest thing he’d ever chewed. A.s far 

taste was concerned, he’d told the women that it was 
strangely similar to the elephant he’d once sampled. 1 he 
previous year, Siegfried had bagged a forest elephant <>n 
one of his hunting forays and after taking the tusks, he d 
had some of the meat cooked up by th'*-' '*utral kitvhen. 

Tlic bonobos had not tried to in* ^ he hum.uis 

and had not tried to inhibit Kevin a ? ” 

untying the rope that bound them f- 
time, the bonobos had made it cle 




CHAPTER NINETEEN 


March 8, 1997, 2:00 A.M. 

Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

“Are you asleep?” Candace whispered. 

YOU kidding?” Melamc whispered bacL 
^ itp^old » icp on rock i« a few bran. 

“X eirtcr,;- Candace adnntced.^^c 
with all this snoring going on. What a on 

“I’m awake ” Kevin said. . ’ ff i 

They wete in a smaU side cave )““"8 “f *' J 
chamber just behind the mam entrance. Th 
was almort absolute. The only Ught came from m 

moonlight reflected from outside 

Kevin, Melanie, and Candace had been ^u^ed 
this small cave immediately on their arrival. ■ 
about ten feet wide with a downward slopmg 
that started at a maximum height roughly cquivaie 
Kevin’s five feet ten inches. There was no ac 
to this cave; the chamber simply narrowe to^ ^ 
Earlier in the evening, Kevin had explored e 
with the help of the flashlight in hopes of finding ar 
way out, but the tunnel abruptly ended after abou 
c 


teet. a. 

The bonobos had treated them well, even 

initially cold reception by the females. Apparent 
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be involved in, that I don’t know how to react. I'n 
numb.” 

“\^^^at arc we going to do wlicn we do get back?’ 
Kc\dn said. “We haven’t talked about tliat,” 

“^wc get back,” Melanie said. 

“Don’t talk that way,” Candace said. 

“We have to face facts,” Melanie s.-u'd. “Tliat’s why ! 
think we should do something now while they’re a! 
asleep.” 

“We have no idea how soundly they sleep,” Kc\-ir 
said. “Tr)ing to walk out of here will be like w.alkint 
through a mine field,” 

“One thing is for sure,” Candace said. “I’m not goinc 
to be involved in any more harvests. I began to feel 
uncomfortable when I thought tiicy were apes. N(n\ 
that we know they’re protohumans, I can’t do it. I 
know that much about myself” 

“That’s a foregone conclusion,” Kcxdn said. “1 can’t 
imagine any sensitive human being would feel dilfcrcntly. 
But that’s not die issue. The issue is that this new nrt 
c.vists, and if tlicy’rc nor to be used for ir.insphnn, v,r:r*': 
to be done with diem?” 

“Will they be able to reproduce”’ fiandacc 
“Most assuredly,” Melanie said “Nothing vi- ^ 
io them to affect- their fertility ” 

“Oh, my,” Candace said, “llir, is a horr~ ' 

“Maybe they should be re.ndcrcd infe-tT: ' 
said. “Then thcrc’d or..'s \y: 3 single ' 
con.sidcr.” 

“1 wish I’d tho'jgr: s,:' iV; t}ih ^ 

project,” Kesin "Tr.e pror’sex 

stumbled onto v.e i to :r:te*cJBt 
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:ary thought. Even more scary was trying to pada.c 
cross the pond, knowing it was filled with croco^cs. 

“Maybe you could hide in the canoe until it gets 
ght,” Melanie suggested. “The important thing is to 
;et out of this cave and away fi’om these creatures wh3e 
hey arc sleeping.” 

The idea of waiting in the canoe was better than 
r)ing to cross the lake in the darkness, but it did not 
iddrcss the potential problem of running into the hippos 
n the marshy field. 

“Remember it was your suggestion to come oat 
acre,” Melanie reminded him. 

Kcsin started to strongly protest, but he stopped- In 
1 way, it was true. He’d said that the only w^ay to learn 
whether the bonobos wxre protohumans was to come 
to the island. But from then on, Melanie had been the 
one to call the shots. 

“It was your suggestion,” Candace said. “I remember 
it well. We w'erc in your oflace. It was when you first 
raised the question about the smoke.” 

“But I only said . . .” Kevin began, but he stopped. 
From past experience, he knew he was ill-equipped to 
argue with Melanie, and especially when Candace sup- 
ported her as she was now doing. Besides, fi'om where 
Rc\in was sitting, he could see a clear path of moonlight 
along the cave floor all the way to the entrance. Except 
for a few' rocks and branches, there were no obstructions. 

Kevin began to think maybe he could do it. Maybe it 
w-as best not to think of the hippos. Maybe it was true 
tltat the creatures’ hospitality could not be coimted 
upon, not because of the bonobo part of their heritage 
but because of tlic human part. 

“All right,” Kc\in said with sudden resolve. “I’ll try.” 
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parts, the intellectual stimulation was so strong I ne 
considered other consequences.” 

There was a sudden, bright flash of lightning room' 
tarily illuminating the interior of the cave, followed b 
loud clap of thunder. The concussion seemed to sh; 
the entire mountain. The violent display was natuj 
way of announcing that one of the almost daily thund 
storms was about to inimdate the island. 

“Now, that’s an argument in favor of my positioi 
Melanie said, after the sound of the thunder died aw 

“What are you talking about?” Kevin asked. 

“That thunder was loud enough to wake the deac 
Melanie explained. “And not one of the bonobos 
much as blinked.” 

“It’s true,” Candace said. 

“I think at least one of us should try to get out 
here,” Melanie said. “That way we could be sure tl 
Bertram will be alerted as to what is happening c 
here. Bertram can also make arrangements for someo 
to come here and rescue the others.” 

“I guess I agree,” Candace said. 

“Of course you do,” Melanie said. 

There were a few moments of silence. Finally, Ke^ 
broke it: “Wait a second. You guys are not suggestii 
that I go?” 

“I couldn’t get in the canoe much less paddle it 
Melanie said. 

“I could get in it, but I doubt I could paddle it 
the dark,” Candace said. 

“And you two think I could?” Kevin asked. 

“Certainly better than we could,” Melanie said. 

Kevin shivered. The idea of trying to get to the can( 
in the dark knowing the hippos were out grazing was 
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darkness. All around him, he could hear the stertorous 
jreathing of tire sleeping creatures. 

Twenty feet from the cave’s entrance one of the 
3onobos moved so suddenly, the branches in his bed 
mapped. Again Kevin stopped in mid-stride, his heart 
pounding. But the bonobo had only stirred and was still 
breathing heavily, a sign of sleep. With additional light 
from tlie proximity of the cave entrance, Kevin could 
clearly see the bonobos sprawled about him. The sight 
of so many sleeping beasts was enough to stop him 
dead in his tracks. After a full minute of paralysis Kevin 
recommenced his progress toward freedom. He even 
began to feel the first wave of relief as the smell of the 
damp jungle replaced the feral scent of the bonobos. But 
that relief was short-lived. 

Another clap of thunder followed by a sudden tropical 
downpour scared Kc\in to the point that he almost lost 
his balance. It was only after frantic arm stvinging that 
he managed to stay upright and in his plaimed path. He 
shuddered to think how close he’d come to stepping on 
one of the sleeping bonobos. 

Witlt ano titer ten feet to go, Kevin could now see 
the black silhouette of the jungle below. The nocturnal 
sounds of the jungle were now audible over the bonobos’ 
'■ iores. 

Kevin was close enough to begin worrying about how 
to make tlic steep descent to the ground when calamity 
struck. His heart leaped into his throat as he felt a hand 
on his leg! Something had grabbed him around the ankle 
ttith such force that instant tears formed in his eyes. 
Looking down in tlie half light, the first thing he saw 
n.is his watch. It was on the hairy svrist of the powerful 
bonobo number one. 
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“Hooray,” Melanie said. 

Kevin pushed himself up onto his hands and kn 
He was already trembling with the knowledge that tl 
were fifty powerful and wild animals in the immed 
environment that wanted him to stay where he was. 

“If something goes wrong,” Melanie said, “just 
yourself back here in a hurry.” 

“You make it sound so easy,” Kevin said. 

“It will be,” Melanie said. “Bonobos and chimps 
asleep as soon as it gets dark and sleep until dawn. Yo 
not going to have any trouble.” 

“But what about the hippos?” Kevin said. 

“What about them?” Melanie asked. 

“Never mind,” Kevin said. “I’ve got enough to W( 
about.” 

“Okay, good luck,” Melanie whispered. 

“Yeah, good luck,” Candace echoed. 

Kevin tried to stand up and start out, but he could 
He kept telling himself that he’d never been a hero, 
this was no time to start. 

“What’s the matter?” Melanie asked. 

“Nothing,” Kevin said. Then suddenly from sc 
place deep within himself, Kevin found the courage, 
rose to a hunched-over position and began to pick 
way along the path of moonlight toward the moutl 
the cave. 

As Kevin moved, he debated whether he would 
better to move at a snail’s pace or make an out-and- 
dash for the canoe. It was an argument between caut 
and getting the ordeal over with. Caution won out, 
moved with painstaking baby steps. Every time his £ 
made the slightest noise, he winced and froze in 
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“Arc you hurt?” Candace asked. 

“A little,” Kevin admitted. “But no broken bones. 
At least, I don’t think so.” 

“We couldn’t sec what happened,” Melanie said. 

“My double scolded me,” Kevin said. “At least that’s 
what I think he was doing. Then he threw me back in 
here. I’m glad I didn’t land on cither of you.” 

“I’m sorry 1 cncovu-agcd you to go,” Melanie said. 
“I guess you were right.” 

“It’s good of you to say,” Kevin said. “Well, it almost 
worked. I was so close.” 

Candace switched on the flashlight with her hand 
shielding the front lens. She held it near Kevin’s arm to 
check his elbow. 

“I guess we’re going to have to count on Bertram 
Edwards,” Melanie said. She shuddered and then sighed. 
“It’s hard to believe: we’re prisoners of our own 
creations.” 
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“Tada,” shouted the bonobo as he leaped to his f 
upending Kevin in the process. Luckily, the floor of i 
part of the cave was covered with refuse which br 
Kevin’s fall. Nevertheless, he landed on his left hip 
jarring feshion. 

Bonobo number one’s yell brought the ot 
bonobos to their feet. For a moment, there was u 
chaos imtii they all understood that there was no dan 

Bonobo number one let go of Kevin’s ankle onl] 
reach down and grasp him by his upper arms. In 
amazing demonstration of strength, he picked Kevin 
and held him off the ground at arm’s length. 

The bonobo gave a loud, long, angry vocalizati 
All Kevin could do was wince in pain at the anim 
tight grip. 

At the end of his tirade, bonobo number one marc) 
into the depths of the cave and Uterally tossed Kevin i 
the smaller chamber. After a final angry word, he w 
back to his pallet. 

Kevin managed to push himself up to a sitting pi 
tion. He’d again landed on his hip, and it felt mn 
He’d also sprained a wrist and scraped an elbow. 1 
considering the fact that he’d been literally thro 
through the air, he was better off than he’d anttcipat 

More cries echoed inside of the cave, presumably fri 
bonobo number one, but Kevin couldn’t tell for cert 
in the darkness. He felt his right elbow. He knew ti 
the sticky warmth had to be blood. 

“Kerin?” Melanie whispered. “Are you okay?” 

“As good as can be expected,” Kevin said. 

“Thank God,” Melanie said. “What happened?” 

“I don’t know,” Kevin said. “I’d thought I’d ma 
it. I was right at the cave’s entrance.” 
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He looked out the dirty window. As he’d expected, 
the landscape was a carpet of uninterrupted green. As the 
tops of the trees came closer and closer, he hoped there 
was a runway ahead. 

Eventually, they touched down onto tarmac, and Jack 
and Warren breathed simultaneous sighs of relief. 

As the weary travelers climbed out of the small, aged 
^lanc. Jack looked across the ill-maintained runway and 
saw a strange sight. It was a resplendent white jet sitting 
all by itself against the dark green of the jungle. At four 
points surrounding the plane were soldiers in camouflage 
fatigues and red berets. Although ostensibly standing 
upright, they’d all assumed varying postures of repose. 
Automatic rifles were casually slung over their shoulders. 

“Whose plane?” Jack asked Esteban. With no mark- 
ings it was apparent it was a private jet. 

“I can’t imagine,” Esteban said. 

Everyone except Esteban was imprepared for the 
chaos in the airport arrival area. All foreign arrivals had 
to go dirough Customs. The group was taken along 
nidi their luggage to a side room. They were led to this 
unlikely spot by two men in dirty uniforms with auto- 
matic pistols bolstered in their belts. 

.\t first Esteban had been excluded firom the room, 
but after a loud argument on his part in a local dialect, 
he was allowed in. The men opened all the bags and 
spread die contents onto a picnic-sized table. 

Esteban told Jack the men expected bribes. At first 
Jack refused on principle. When it became apparent that 
the standoff u-as going to last for hours. Jack relented. 
Ten French francs solved the problem. 

As thc%- exited into the main part of the 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


March 8, 1997, 4:40 P.M. 

Bata, Equatorial Guinea 

Jack realized he’d been clenching his teeth. He was al 
holding Laurie’s hand much harder than was reasonab) 
Consciously, he tried to relax. The problem had be< 
the flight from Douala, Cameroon, to Bata. The airlii 
was a fly-by-night outfit that used small, old commut 
planes, just the kind of aircraft that plagued Jack’s nigh 
mares about his late family. 

The flight had not been easy. The plane constant 
dodged thunderstorms whose towering clouds varied : 
color from whipped-cream white to deep purple. Ligh 
ning had flashed constandy, and the turbulence w 
fierce. 

The previous part of the trip had been a dream. T1 
flight from New York to Paris had been smooth an 
blissfully uneventful. Everyone had slept at least a fe 
houre. 

Arrival in Paris had been ten minutes early, so they’ 
had ample time to make their connection wit 
Cameroon Airlines. Everyone slept even more on tJ 
flight south to Douala. But that final leg to Bata was 
hair-raiser. 

“We’re landing,” Laurie said to Jack. 

“I hope it is a controlled landing,” Jack quipped. 




cement structure that was vrzz±.crtc. szd cmriiriiiig.. 
Rusted rebars stuck out of the tog Ece the ^iiicr of set 
urchins. Jack asked what it was. 

“It was supposed to be a toroin: &ctsL~ismrr siiil. 
“But there was no money and no tniidsr.."' 

“That’s a bad combinatfcii irr Fn irimen. "' ~scz. 

^Vhilc Esteban playec tci~ gnnfe rrmf nrhined 'me 
’^aiious sights, Jade asked ir dier had 5rtc: 

“No, ten minntn," Arrm s-r' 

“I understand voc wrrred f:r Gendwn'^ ‘ai; tFF 
“For three years," Artnm said, ‘“Zen nt' mnm.. The 
manager is a bad penon. I cceSr tn snrr nn Zr?-? r— 
luck)' to have work.” 

TVe want to tour the GenSys ferihnr,’" J ~'~^ '.■t5d_ “E?’~ 
you think we’ll have any trouble?” 

They' don’t expect you?” Arturo asked with bewil- 
derment. 

^ Nope, Jack said. “It’s a surprise visiL” 

“Then you may have trouble,” Arturo said. “I don’t 
t link thq- like M-sitors. When they repaired the only road 

He d not expected restricted access to the town IdZd 

“Ptetedw h™ tt* ble°w‘^''' “ 

or the labs. ^ Setting into the hospital 

ddnk to mention the ga^J’ ’ ° 

"I understand,” Jack said “Tr’e 
n’c, do you think the soldf^ r? TeU 

us in?” take money to let 
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Esteban apologized. “It’s a problem here,” he sale 
government people take bribes.” 

They were met by Esteban’s cousin whose nan 
Arturo. He was a hcavyset, enormously friendly 
viduai with bright eyes and flashing teeth who 
hands enthusiastically vdth everyone. He was atfr 
native African costume: flowing robes in a colorfu] 
and a pillbox hat. 

They stepped out of the airport into the hot, I 
air of equatorial Africa. The tistas in all directions sc 
immense since the land was relatively flat. The 
afternoon sky was a faraway blue directly overheat 
enormous thunderheads were nesded all alorij 
horizon. 

“Man, I can’t believe this,” Warren said. H( 
gazing around like a kid in a toy store. “I’ve 
thinking about coming here for years, but I 
thought I’d make it.” He looked at Jack. “Thanks, 
Give it here!” Warren stuck out his hand. He and 
exchanged palm slaps as if they were back on the n 
borhood basketball court. 

Armro had the rented van parked at curbside 
slipped a couple of bills into the palm of a polio 
and gestured for everyone to climb m. 

Esteban insisted that Jack ride in the front passt 
scat. Too tired to argue. Jack climbed in. The vc 
was an old Toyota with two rows of benches behui' 
front bucket seats. Laurie and Natalie squeezed 
the very back while Warren and Esteban took the mi 

As they exited the airport they had a view out 
the ocean. The beach was broad and sandy. Gentle v 
lapped the shore. 

After a short distance, they passed a large unfini 
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painted blue but the color had feded to an indL-Inct 

pastel. J. _ „;,i: 

Tltc moment ihcy stopped, an annj 
children and adults emerged ftom the i^ont co-^ 
Evcr\'onc was introduced dorani to the yerrages-, 
child. It turned out that ser,-cral mnlngenerano^ 
families Ih'cd on the first floor. The seco-i.cL fioo- 


hotel. ^ 

'' The rooms turned out to be tiny btit dean, insy 
were all situated on the outside of the U-shaped 
building. Access was by way of a veranda open to the 
courtyard. There was a toilet and a shower on each end 
of the “U.” 

After putting his bag in his room and appreciating 
the mosquito netting around the inordinately narrow 
bed, Jack went out onto the veranda. Laurie came out 
of her room. Together, they leaned on the balustrade and 
peered down into the courtyard. It was an interesting 
combination of banana trees, discarded tires, naked 
infants, and chickens. 

“Not quite the Four Seasons,” Jack said. 

Laurie smiled. “It’s charming. I’m happy. There’s not 
a bug in my room. That had been my main worry.” 

The proprietors, Esteban’s brother-in-law, Florenico, 
’ '1 his wife, Celesdna, had prepared a huge feast. The 


nuin course w'as a local fish served with a turnip-like 
plant called “malanga.” For dessert there was a type of 
pudding along with exotic fruit. An ample supply of ice- 
cold Camcrooncan beer helped wash it all down. 

Tile combination of plentiful food and beer took a 
toll on the exhausted travelers. It wasn’t long before all 
o them were fighting drooping eyeUds. With some 
flort, they dragged themselves upstairs to their separate 
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Arturo flashed a glance in Jack’s direction. He 
shrugged. “I don’t know. They’re better paid than 
regular soldiers.” 

“How far is the gate from the town?” Jack asked. 
“Could someone walk through the forest and just pass 
the gate.^” 

Arturo glanced at Jack again. The conversation had 
taken a turn in a direction he’d not expected. .r 

“It is quite far,” Arturo said evincing some unease. 
“Maybe five kilometers. And it is not easy to walk in the 
jungle. It can be dangerous.” 

“And there is only one road?” Jack asked. 

“Only one road,” Arturo agreed. 

“I saw on a map that Cogo is on the water,” Jack 
said. “What about arriving by boat?” 

“I suppose,” Arturo said. 

“Where could someone find a boat?” Jack asked. 

“In Acalayong,” Arturo said. “There are many boats 
there. That’s how to go to Gabon.” 

“And there would be boats to rent?” Jack asked. 

“With enough money,” Arturo said. 

They were now passing through the center of Bata. 
It was composed of surprisingly broad tree-lined, litter- 
strewn streets. There were lots of people out and abc^^; 
but relatively few vehicles. The buildings were all low 
concrete structures. 

On the south side of town, they turned off the main 
street and made their way along a rutted unpavcd road. 
There were large puddles from a recent rain. 

The hotel was an unimposing two-story concrete 
building with rusted rebars sticking out the top for 
. potential future upward expansion. The facade had been 
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the presidential suite. Of course, he was none toe 
You know how these egotistical doctors are. B' 
was 1 supposed to do? It’s not like I’m running 
here.” 

“Do you know why Cabot came?” Bertram s 
“Raymond said that he came specifically to < 
tire bonobo program,” Siegfried said. 

“1 was afraid of that,” Bertram said. 

“It’s just our luck,” Siegfried complained 
program has been running like a Swiss clock fi 
on end, and just when we have a problem, h( 
up.” 

“What did you do with Raymond?” Bertram 
“He’s over there, too,” Siegfried said. “He’; 
in tire ass. He wanted to be away from Cabot, bu 
was I supposed to put him: in my house? N< 
you!” 

“Has he asked about Kevin Marshall?” Bertrar 
“Of course,” Siegfried said. “As soon as he 
aside, it was his first question.” 

“What did you say?” 

“I told the truth,” Siegfried said. “I told hir 
had gone off with the reproductive technologist 
intensive care nurse and that I had no idea w 
'was.” 

“Wiat was his reaction?” 

“He got red in the face,” Siegfried said. “He 
to know if Kevin had gone to the island. I told h 
we didn’t think so. Then he ordered me to fir 

Cm you imagine? I don’t take orders from Rr 
Lyons.” 

So Kc\in and the women have nni- 
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rooms, full of plans to rise early and head south in the 
morning. 


Bertram climbed the stairs to Siegfried’s office. He was 
exhausted. It was almost eight-thirty at night, and he’d 
been up since five-thirty that morning to accompany the 
ammal handlers out to Isla Francesca to help get the mass 
retrieval under way. They’d worked all day and only 
returned to the animal center an hour earlier. 

Aurielo had long since gone home, so Bertram walked 
directly into the manager’s office. Siegfried was by the 
window facing the square with a glass in his hand. He 
was staring over at the hospital. The only light in the 
room was from the candle in the skull, just as it had 
been three nights before. Its flame flickered from the 
action of the overhead fan, sending shadows dancing 
across the stuffed animal trophies. 

“Make yourself a drink,” Siegfried said, without 
turning around. He knew it was Bertram, since they’d 
talked on the phone a half an hour earlier and made 
plans to meet. 

Bertram was more of a wine drinker than an imbiber 
of hard alcohol, but under the circumstances he poured 
himself a double scotch. He sipped the fiery fluid as 'Trh 
joined Siegfiied at the window. The lights of the hospital 
lab complex glowed warmly in the moist tropical night. 

“Did you know Taylor Cabot was coming?” Bertram 
asked. 

“I hadn’t the faintest idea,” Siegfiied said. 

“What did you do with him?” Bertram asked. 

Siegfried gestured toward the hospital. “He’s at the 
Inn. I had the chief surgeon move out of what we call 
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“No, I’m not going soft,” Bertram said. “But I still 
find it interesting. There was also evidence'of campfires.^^ 
“So, it’s good we’re putting them in the cages, 
Siegfried said. “They won’t be killing each other, and 
they won’t be placing around with fire.” 

“That’s one way to look at it,” Bertram agreed. 

“Any sign of Kevin and the women on the island?” 
Siegfried asked. 

“Not in the slightest,” Bertram said. “And I made it 
a point to look. But even in areas they would have left 
footprints, there was nothing. We spent part of today 
building a log bridge over the Rio Diviso, so tomorrow 
we’ll start retrievals near the limestone cliffs. I’ll keep 
my eyes open for signs they’ve been there.” 

, “I doubt you’ll find anything, but until they are 
located we shouldn’t rule out the possibility they went 
to the island. But I’ll tell you, if they did go, and they 
come back here, I’ll turn them over to the Equato- 
guincan minister of justice rvith the charge that they have 
severely compromised the GenSys operation. Of course, 
that means they’ll be lined up out in the soccer field in 
front of a firing squad before they knew what hit them.” 

“Nothing like that could happen until Cabot and the 
others leave,” Bertram said with alarm. 

> “Obviously,” Siegfiied said. “Besides, I mentioned 
the soccer field only figuratively. I’d teU the minister 
they’d have to be taken out of the Zone to be shot.” 

“Any idea when Cabot and the others will be taking 
the patient back to the States?” 


^ “No one has said anything,” Siegfried said, 
tt s up to Cabot. I hope it vviU be tomorrow, 
latest, the following dsy.’’ 


“I guess 
or at the 
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“No, and not a word,” Siegfried said. 

“Have you made any effort to find them?” Bertram 
asked. 

“I sent Cameron over to Acalayong to check out 
those cheap hotels along the waterfront, but he didn’t 
have any luck. I’m thinking they might have gone over 
to Cocobeach in Gabon. That’s what makes the most 
sense, but why tiiey didn’t tell anyone is beyond me.” 

“What a God-awful mess,” Bertram commented. 

“How did you do on the island?” Siegfried asked. 

“We did well, considering how fast we had to put the 
operation together,” Bertram said. “We got an all-terrain 
vehicle over there with a wagon. It was ail we could 
think of to get that many animals back to the staging 
area.” 

“How many animals did you get?” 

“Twenty-one,” Bertram said. “Which is a tribute to 
my crew. It suggests we’U be able to finish up by 
tomorrow.” 

“So soon,” Siegfried commented. “That’s the first 
encouraging news ail day.” 

“It’s easier than we anticipated,” Bertram said. “The 
animals seem enthralled by us. They are trusting enough 
to let us get close with the dart gun. It’s like a turkey 
shoot.” 

“I’m glad something is going right,” Siegfiied said. 

“The twenty-one animals we got today were all part 
of the splinter group living north of the Bio Diviso. It 
was interesting how they were living. They’d made crude 
huts on stilts with roofs of layered lobelia leaves.” 

“I don’t give a damn how those animals were living,” 
Siegfiied snapped. “Don’t tell me you’re going soft, 
too.” 
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cni)- to go to Cogo ttithout an citation ” Esteban 

mth his month fiiU, aH Jack could do was nod. 

“He told me you won’t get in,” Esteban said. 

“We’ll sec,” Jack said after ss^-aUowing. “IVe come 
this far, so I’m not going to turn back without making 
an effort.” 

< “At least the road is good, thanks to GenSys, 
Btcban said. 

“Worst case, wc’vc had an interesting driv'e,” Jack 
said. 

An hour later, c\'cr}’onc met again in the dining room. 
Jack reminded the others that going to Cogo wasn’t 
a command performance, and that those people v/ho 
preferred to stay in Bata should do so. He said that he’d 
been told it might take four hours each way. 

“You think you can make out on your own?” Esteban 
asked. 

“Absolutely,” Jack said. “It’s not as if w'e’ll be getting 
lost. The map indicates only one main road heading 
south. Even I can handle that.” 

“Then I think I’ll stay,” Esteban said, “I have more 
family I’d like to sec,” 

^ V By the time thq^' were on the road with Warren in 

; the front passenger seat and the two women in the 

middle scat, the eastern sfcj' w'as just bcgjnmng to show 

a faint glcnv of dawn. As thq' drove south they were 

. shocked at how many people were walking along the 

road on their way into the city. There were mostly 

omen and children and most of the women were 

c^rying large b-jndics on their heads. 

“■n,.,. j - 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


March 9, 1997, 4:30 A.M. 

Bata, Equatorial Guinea 

Jack awakened at four-thirty and was unable to get back 
to sleep. Ironically, the racket made by tree frogs and 
crickets in the courtyard banana trees was too much even 
for someone fully adjusted to the noisy sirens and general 
din of New York City. 

Taking his towel and his soap, Jack stepped out on 
the veranda and started for the shower. Midway, he 
bumped into Laurie on her way back. 

“What are you doing up?” Jack asked. It was still 
pitch dark outside. 

“We went to bed around eight,” Laurie said. “Eight 
horns; that’s a reasonable night’s sleep for me.” 

‘Tou’re right,” Jack said. He’d forgotten how early 
it was when they’d all collapsed. 

“1 11 go down into the kitchen area and see if I can 
find any coffee,” Lamie said. 

“I’ll be right down,” Jack said. 

By the time Jack got downstairs to the dining room, 
he was surprised to find the rest of his group already 
having breakfast. Jack got a cup of cofiee and some bread 
and sat down between Warren and Esteban. 

“Arturo mentioned to me that he thought you were 




chromosome 6 


473, 


of several imutes. Once the rain started, it came down 
in sheets, and the van’s old, ragged windshield wipers 
could not keep up ndth the downpour. Jack had to slow 
to less than twenty miles an hour. 

Fifteen minutes later, the sun poked out between 
massive clouds, turning the road into a ribbon of rising 
steam. On a straight stretch, a group of baboons crossing 
; the road looked as if they were walking on a cloud. 

After passing through the mountains, the road turned 
back to the south-east. Warren consulted the map and 
told everyone they were within twenty miles of their 
destination. 

Rounding another turn, they all saw what looked like 
a white building in the middle of the road. 

“What the hell’s this?” Warren said. “We’re not there 
yet, no way,” 

“I think it’s a gate,” Jack^said. “I was told about this 
only last night. Keep your fingers crossed. We might 
have to switch to plan B.” 

As they got closet, they could see that on either side 
of tlic central structure were enormous white, lattice- 
work fences. They w'cre on a roller mechanism so they 
could be drawn out of the way to permit vehicles to 

,.P3SS. 

jack braked and brought the van to a stop about 
twenty feet from the fence. Out of the two-story gate 
house stepped three soldiers dressed similarly to those 
who’d been guarding the private jet at the airport. Like 
the soldiers at the airport, these men were carrying 
assault rifles, only these men were holding their guns 
w aist high, aimed at the van. 

“1 don’t like this,” Warren said. “These guys look 
like kids.” ^ 
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’ Warren commented. Many of the children 
I to wave at the passing van. Warren waved back, 
outskirts of Bata dragged by. The cement build- 
entualiy changed to simple whitewashed mud 
ructures with thatched roofs. Reed mats formed 
for goats. 

e completely out of Bata, they began to see 
:s of incredibly lush jungle. < 

5c was almost nonexistent save for occasional 
ucks going in the opposite direction. As the truck 
yr, the wind jostled the van. 
in, those truckers move,” Warren commented, 
en miles south of Bata, Warren got out the map 
vas one fork and one turn in the road that the 
navigate appropriately or lose considerable time 
^ere almost nonexistent. 

n the sun came up, they all donned their sun 

The scenery became monotonous, uninterrupte( 

except for occasional tiny clusters of thatche< 

Imost two hours after they’d left Bata, they tume< 

le road that led to Cogo. 

is is a much better road,” Warren commented a 

celerated up to cruising speed. 

ooks new,” Jack said. The previous road had beei 

ibly smooth, although its surface appeared like : 

ork quilt from aU the separate repairs. 

f were now heading southeast away from the coas 

o considerably denser jungle. They also began tc 

[n the distance they could see low, jrmgle-covercc 

lins. 

lingly out of nowhere came a violent thunder 
Just prior to its arrival the sky became a swirling 
: dark clouds. Day turned to night in the space 
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francs, then extracted the bills from his money belt. A 
few minutes later, the Arab returned. 

“The manager says that he docs not know you and 
that you are not welcome,” the Arab said. 

“Shucks,” Jack said. Then he extended his left hand 
uith the French francs casually stuck between his index 
finger and his ring finger. “We sure do appreciate your 
help.” 

The Arab eyed the money for a moment before 
reaching out and taking it. It disappeared into his pocket 
in the blink of an eye. 

Jack stared at him for a moment, but the man didn’t 
move. Jack found it difficult to read his expression 
because the man’s mustache obscured his mouth. 

Jack turned to Warren. “Didn’t I give him enough?” 

Warren shook Ws head. “I don’t think it’s going to 
happen.” 

“You mean he just took my money and that’s that?” 
Jack asked. 

“Be my guess,” Warren said. 

Jack turned his attention back to the man in the black 
suit. Jack estimated he was about a hundred and fifty 
pounds, definitely on the thin side. For a moment Jack 
.entertained the idea of getting out of the car and asking 
for his money back, but a glance at the soldiers made 
him tliink otherwise. 

With a sigh of resignation Jack did a three-point tium 
and headed back the way they’d come. 

“Phew!” Laurie said from the backseat. “I did not 
like that one bit.” 

“You didn’t like it?” Jack questioned. “Now I’m 
pissed.” 

“^\Ti3t’s plan B?” Warren asked. 
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“Stay cool,” Jack said. He rolled his window down 
“Hi, guys. Nice day, huh?” 

The soldiers didn’t move. Their blank expression 
didn’t change. 

Jack was about to ask them kindly to open the gate 
when a fourth man stepped out into the sunlight. Tc 
Jack’s surprise, this man was pulling on a black suit jacket 
over a white shirt and tie. In the middle of the steaming 
jungle it was absurd. The other surprising thing was that 
the man wasn’t black. He was Arab. 

“Can I help you?” the Arab asked. His tone was not 
friendly. 

“I hope so,” Jack said. “We’re here to visit Cogo.” 

The Arab glanced at the windshield of the vehicle, 
presumably looking for some identification. Not seeing 
it, he asked Jack if he had a pass. 

“No pass,” Jack admitted. “We’re just a couple of 
, doctors interested in the work that’s going on here.” 

) “What is your name?” the Arab asked. 

“Dr. Jack Stapleton. I’ve come all the way from New 
York City.” 

“Just a minute,” the Arab said before disappearing 
back into the gate house. 

“This doesn’t look good,” Jack said to Warren out 
of the corner of his mouth. He smiled at the soldiers. 
“How much should I offer him? I’m not good at this 
bribing stuff.” 

“Money must mean a lot more here than it does in 
New York,” Warren said. “Why don’t you overwhelm 
him with a hundred dollars. I mean, if it’s worth it to 
you.” 

Jack mentally converted a hundred dollars into French 
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•ma* it going to be. gang!” he «k«l- » waMed 
.0 be absolutely sure. “Back to Bata or on to Aca 

’'Tlink I’ll be more womed if you go by yourself.” 

Laurie said. “Count me in. . u u 

“Natalie^’ Jack said. “Don’t be influenced by these 

other crazies. What do you want to do>” 

“I’ll go,” Natalie said. 

“Okay,” Jack said. He put the car in gear and turned 
left toward Acalayong. 


Siegfried got up from his desk with his coffee mug in 
hand and walked to the window overlooking the square. 
He was mystified. The Cogo operation had been up and 
running for six years and never had they had someone 
come to the gate house and request entrance. Equatorial 
Guinea was not a place people visited casually. 

Siegfried took a swig of his coffee and wondered if 
there could be any connection between this abnormal 
event and the arrival of Taylor Cabot, the CEO of 
GenSys. Both were unanticipated, and both were par- 
ticularly unwelcome since they came just when there was 
i major problem with the bonobo project. Until that 
unfortunate situation was taken care of, Siegfiied didn’t 

want any stray people around, and he put the CEO in 
that category. 

Aunelo poked his head in the door and said that Dr. 
Raymond Lyons was there and wished to see him 

Siegfried rolled his eyes. He (hdn’t want Raymond 
around, cither. “Send him in,” Siegfried said reluctantly 

Rayanond came into the room, looking as tanned anc 


Jack explained about his idea of approaching Cogo 
ly boat from Acalayong. He had Warren look at the 
aap. Given how long it had taken them to get where 
hey were, he asked Warren to estimate how long it 
TOuld take to get to Acalayong. 

“I’d say three hours,” Warren said. “As long as the 
oad stays good. The problem is we have to backtrack 
[uite a way before heading south.” 

Jack glanced at his watch. It was almost nine A.M. 
That means we’d get there about noon. I’d judged we 
ould get from Acalayong to Cogo in an hour, even in 
he world’s slowest boat. Say we stay in Cogo for a 
ouple hours. I think we’d still get back at a reasonable 
lOur. What do you guys say?” 

“I’m cool,” Warren said. 

Jack looked in the rearview mirror. “I could take you 
idies back to Bata and come back tomorrow.” 

“My only reservation about any of us going is those 
oldiers with the assault rifles,” Laurie said. 

“I don’t think that’s a problem,” Jack said. “If they 
lave soldiers at the gate then they don’t need them in 
he town. Of course there’s always the chance they 
>atrol the waterfront, which would mean I’d be forced 
o use plan C.” 

“What’s plan C?” Warren asked. 

“I don’t know,” Jack said. “I haven’t come up with 
L yet.” 

“What about you, Natalie?” Jack asked. 

“I’m finding it all interesting,” Natalie said. “I’ll go 
long with the crowd.” 

It took almost an hour to get to the point where a 
edsion had to be made. Jack pulled to the side of the 
3ad. 
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healthy as ever. Siegfried enwd the man’s aristocratic 
appearance, and the feet that he had two good arms.. 

“Have you located Kevin Marshall yet?” Raymond 
demanded. 

“No, we haven’t,” Siegfried said. He took immediate 
offense at Raymond’s tone. 

“I understand it’s been forty-eight hours since he’s 
been seen,” Raymond said. “I want him found!” 

“Sit down. Doctor!” Siegfried said sharply. 

Raymond hesitated. He didn’t know whether to get 
angry or be intimidated by the manager’s sudden 
aggressiveness. 

“I said sit!” Siegfried said. 

Raymond sat. The white hunter with his horrid scar 
and limp arm could be imposing, particularly surrounded 
by evidence of his extensive kills. 

“Let us clear up a point involving the chain of 
command,” Siegfried said. “I do not take orders from 
you. In fact, when you arc here as a guest, you take 
orders from me. Is that understood?” 

Raymond opened his mouth to protest but thought 
better of it. He knew Siegfried was technically correct. 

“And while we are talking so directly,” Siegfried 
added, “where is my retrieval bonus? In the past. I’ve 
always gotten it when the patient left the Zone on his^ 
way back to the States.” 

“That’s true,” Raymond said tautly. “But there have 
been major expenses. Money is coming in shortly from 
new clients. You’il be paid as soon as it comes in.” 

“I don’t want you to think you can give me the 
runaround,” Siegfried warned. 

“Of course not,” Raymond blurted out. 

“And one other thing,” Siegfried said. “Isn’t there 
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coiJdn’t be happening since Vinnie Dominick was sup- 
sed to have taken care of Jack Stapleton m 
ontgomery. Kaymond hadn’t called to find out whtf 
d happened to the ttvo; he (hdn’t teaUy want to know 
c details. For twenty thousand dollars, details weren t 
mething he should have to worry about— or so he 
ought. If pressed, he would have g;uessed that 
aplcton and Montgomery were somewhere floating in 
e Atlantic Ocean about now. 


.S. — — 

“Your reaction to this is starting to concern 


me. 


cgfried said. 

“You didn’t let Stapleton and his friends in?” 
a^TUond asked. 

“No, of course not,” Siegfried said. 

“Maybe you should have,” Raymond said. “Then we 
ould have dealt with them. Jack Stapleton is a very big 
langcr to the program. I mean, is there a way here in 
he Zone to take care of such people?” 

“There is,” Siegfried said, “We just turn them over 
;o the Equatoguinean minister of justice or the minister 
3f defense along with a sizable bonus. Punishment is 
both discreet and very rapid. The government is eager 
CO ensure that nothing threatens the goose that lays the 
pldcn egg. All we need to say is that they are seriously 
.itcrfering with GenSys operations.” 

“■^cn if they come back, I think you should let them 
in, Raymond said. 

‘Tethaps you should teU me why,” Siegfried said. 

^ JO you remember Carlo Franconi?” Raymond 

“Of course,” Siegfried said. 
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you could, I’d appreciate being informed the moment 
you hear about Kevin Marshall.” 

“Certainly,” Siegfried said obligingly. He watched 
with satisfaction as the previously proud doctor beat s 
meek retreat. Just as Raymond disappeared firom view 
Siegfried remembered that Raymond was from New 
York. 

Siegfried dashed to his door, catching Raymond or 
his way down the stairs. 

“Doctor,” Siegfried called out with false deference. 

Raymond paused and looked back. 

“Do you happen to know a doctor by the name of 
Jack Stapleton?” 

The blood drained from Raymond’s face. 

This reaction was not lost on Siegfried. “I think you’d 
better come back into my office,” the manager said. 

Siegfried closed the door behind Raymond who 
immediately wanted to know how in the world the name 
“Jack Stapleton” had come up. 

Siegfried walked around his desk and sat dovm. He 
gestured toward a chair for Raymond. Siegfried was not 
happy. He’d briefly thought of relating the unexpected 
request for a site visit by strange doctors to Taylor Cabot. 
He’d not thought of relating it to Raymond. 

“Just before you arrived I got an unusual call from 
our gate house,” Siegfried said. “The Moroccan guard 
told me that there was a van full of people who wanted 
to tour the facility. We’ve never had uninvited visitors 
before. The van was driven by Dr. Jack Stapleton of New 
York City.” 

Raymond wiped the perspiration that had appeared 
on his forehead. Then he ran both hands simultaneously 
through his hair. He kept telling himself that this 
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atins. Despite being on the shote of the estuary, there 
was not a breath of air. 

the women positioned in the stem to help hit 
the bow, Jack and Warren pushed the heavy piro^e 
off the shore and jumped in one after the o&er. 
Ever)’onc helped paddle out about fifty' feet. Jack 
attended to the motor, compressing the small hand 
.pump on top of the red fuel tank. He’d had a boat as a 
child on a lake in the Midwest and had a lot of experience 
fussing uith an outboard. 

“This canoe is a lot more stable than it looks,” Laurie 


said. Even with Jack mo\'ing around in the stern it was 
barely rocking. 

“And no leaks,” Matalie said. “That was my concern.” 
Wanen stayed silent. He had a white knuckle grip on 
the gunwale. 

To Jack’s surprise, the engine started after only two 
pulls. A moment later, they were off, motoring almost 
due cast. After the oppressive heat the breeze felt good. 

The drive to Acalayong had been accomplished 
quicker than they’d anticipated, even though the road 
deteriorated in comparison to the road north of the 
Cogo turnoff. There was no traffic save for an occasional 
northward-bound van inconceivably packed vrith pas- 
sengers. Even the luggage racks on the tops had two or 
three people holding on for dear life. 

Aedayong had brought snuics to everyone’s face. I1 
uas indicated as a city on the map but turned out t< 
cortsist of no more than a handful of tawdry concret 
shops, bars, and a few hotels. There was a cement-block 
pohec post with several men in (firty uniforms sprawled 
m rattan chairs in the shade of the porch. They’d everi 
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“Well, it started with him,” Raymond said as he began 
le complicated story. 


You think it is safe?” Laurie asked. She was looking at 
huge hollowed'out log canoe with a thatched canopy 
bat was pulled halfway up the beach. On the back was 
sizable, beat-up outboard motor. It was leaking fuel as^. 
videnced by an opalescent scum that ringed the stern. 

“Reportedly it goes all the way to Gabon twice a 
lay,” Jack said. “That’s ferther than Cogo.” 

“How much rent did you have to pay?” Natalie asked, 
t had taken Jack a half-hour of negotiations to get it. 

“A bit more than I expected,” Jack said. “Apparently, 
ome people rented one a couple of days ago, and it 
lasn’t been seen since. That episode has driven the rental 
jrice up. I’m afraid.” 

“More than a hundred or less?” Warren asked. He, 
:oo, wasn’t impressed with the craft’s apparent sea- 
vorthiness. “Because if it was more than a C note you 
;ot took.” 

“Well, let’s not quibble,” Jack said. “In fact, let’s get 
he show on the road unless you guys want to back out.” 

There was a moment of silence while the group eyed.^ 
:ach other. 

“I’m not a great swimmer,” Warren admitted. 

“I can assure you that we are not pl annin g on going 
nto the water,” Jack said. 

“All right,” Warren said. “Let’s go.” 

“You ladies concur?” Jack asked. 

Both Laurie and Natalie nodded tvithout a lot of 
:nthusiasm. At the moment, the noonday sun was enerv- 
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Bata and aU of Acaiayong, Cogo was compnsed of attrac- 
tive, tiled, whitewashed structures reflecting a nch 
colonial ambiance. To the left and almost hidden by the 
jungle was a modem power station. Its presence was 
obsious only because of its improbably tall smokestack 

Jack cut the engine way back as the town approached 
so they could hear each oier-speaL Tied along the dock 
vs'crc scN’cral pirogues similar to the one they were in, 
though these others were piled high with fish netting. 

“I’m glad to see other boats,” Jack said. “I was afiraid 
our canoe w'ould stand out like a sore thumb.” 

“Do you think that large, modem building is the 
hospital?” Laurie said while pointing. 

Jack followed her line of sight. “Yup, at least 
according to Arturo, and he should know. He was part 
of the initial building crew out here.” 

“I suppose that’s our destination,” Laurie said. 

“I’d guess,” Jack sdd. “At least initially. Arturo 
said the animal complex is a few miles aw'ay in the jungle. 
Wc might try to figure out a way to get out there.” 


“The toswi is bigger than I expected,” Warren said. 

I was told it was an abandoned Spanish colonial 
town,” Jack explained. “Not all of it has been renovated, 
but from here it sure looks like it has.” 

did the Spanish do here?” Natalie asked. “It’s 
nothing but jungle.” 

“They grew coffee and cocoa,” Jack said. “At least 
at s my understanding. Of course, I don’t have any 
Idea where they grew it.” 

“Uh-oh, I see a soldier,” Laurie said. 

'earchinLf*^' 

^ « *ey came closer. 
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Jack and the others with soporific disdain as the van had 
passed by. 

Although they had found the town comically honky- 
tonk and Utter strewn, they’d been able to get something 
to eat and drink as weU as procure the boat. With some 
unease, they’d parked the van in sight of the police 
station, hoping it would be there on their return. 

“How long did you estimate it would take usl ” Laurie 
shouted over the noise of the outboard. It was particu- 
larly loud because a portion of its cowling was missing. 

“An hour,” Jack yeUed back. “But the boat owner 
told me it would be more like twenty minutes. It’s appar- 
ently just around the headland direedy ahead.” 

At that moment, they were crossing the two-mile- 
wide mouth of Rio Conguc. The jungle-covered shorc- 
Uncs were hazy with mist. Thunder heads loomed above; 
two thunderstorms had hit while they’d been in the van, 

“I hope we don’t get caught out here in the rain,” 
Natalie said. But Mother Nature ignored her wish. Less 
than five minutes later, it was pouring so hard that some 
of the huge drops splashed river water into the boat. 
Jack slowed the engine and allowed the boat to guide 
itself, while he joined the others under the thatched 
canopy. To everyone’s pleasant surprise, they stayed com- 
pletely dry. 

As soon as they rounded the headland, they saw 
Cogo’s pier. Constructed of heavy pressure-treated 
timber, it was a far cry fi-om the rickety docks at Aca- 
layong. As they got closer, they could see there was a 
floating portion off the tip. 

The first view of Cogo impressed everyone. In con- 
trast with the dilapidated and haphazardly constructed 
buildings with flat, corrugated metal roofs endemic to 
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timbers they guided the boat toward shore, being careful 
to duck under crossbeams. 

The boat scraped up the shady patch of shore and 
came to a stop. 

“So far so good ” Jack said. He encouraged the 
women and Warren to get out. Then, with Warren 
pulling and Jack paddling, they got the boat hi^ on the 
beach. 

Jack got out and pointed to a stone wail that ran 
perpendicular to the base of the pier before disappearing 
into the gently rising sand of the beach. “Let’s hug the 
wall. iVhen we clear it, head for the Chickee Bar.” 

A few minutes later, they' were in the bar. The soldier 
had not paid them any heed. Either he didn’t see them 
or he didn’t care. 

The bar was deserted except for a black man carefully 
cutting up lemons and limes. Jack motioned toward the 
stools and suggested a celebratory drink. Everyone w'as 
happy to comply. It had been hot in the canoe after the 
sun came out and especially after the canopy had come 
do\sTi. 

The bartender came over immediately. His name tag 
identified him as Satumino. In contradiction to his name, 
: was a jovial fellow. He was wearing a wild print shirt 
and a pillbox hat similar to the one Arturo had on when 
he picked them up at the airport the previous afternoon. 

Following Natalie’s lead, every-one had Coke with a 
slice of lemon. 

“Not much business today,” Jack commented to Sat- 
ximino. 

I^'ot until after the bartender said. “Then we 
arc vcr\- bnw” 



fatigues and red beret as the ones at the gate. He was 
aimlessly pacing a cobblestone square immediately at 
the base of the pier with an assault rifle slung over his 
shoulder. 

“Does that mean we switch to plan C?” Warren ques- 
tioned teasingly. 

“Not yet,” Jack said. “Obviously, he’s where he is to 
interdict people coming off the pier. But look at that 
Chickee Hut built on the beach. If we got in there, we’d 
be home free.” 

“We can’t just run the canoe up onto the beach,” 
I.aurie said. “He’ll see that as well.” 

“Look how high that pier is,” Jack said. “What if we 
were to slip underneath, beach the canoe there and then 
walk to the Chickee Hut? What do you think?” 

“Sounds cool,” Warren said. “But this boat is not 
going to fit under that pier, no way.” 

Jack stood up and made his way over to one of the 
poles that supported the thatched roof. It disappeared 
into a hole in the gunwale. Grasping it with both hands, 
he pulled it up. “How convenient!” he said. “This canoe 
is a convertible.” 

A few minutes later, they had all the poles out, and 
the thatched roof had been converted to a pile of sticks.. 
and dried leaves. They distributed it along both sides 
under the benches. 

“The owner’s not going to be happy about this,” 
Natalie commented. 

Jack angled the boat so that the pier shielded them 
as much as possible from the line of sight from the 
square. Jack cut the engine just at the moment they 
glided into the shade under the pier. Grasping the 
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“We’re new here,” Jack said. “What money do wi 
use?” 

“You can sign,” Satumino said. 

Jack looked at Laurie for permission. Laurie shoo! 
her head. “We’d rather pay,” he said. “Are doUars okay?’ 

“What you like,” Satumino said. “Dollars or CFA. I 
makes no dilFerence.” 

“Where is the hospital?” Jack asked. 

Satumino pointed over his shoulder. “Up the stree 
until you get to the main square. It is the big building 
on the left.” 

“What do they do there?” Jack asked. 

Satumino looked at Jack as if he were crazy. “Thei 
take care of people.” 

“Do people come from America just to go to th( 
hospital?” Jack asked. 

Satumino shmggcd. “I don’t know about that,” h( 
said. He took the bills Jack had put on the bar anc 
turned to the cash register. 

“Nice try,” Laurie whispered. 

“It would have been too easy,” Jack agreed. 

Refreshed after their cold drinks, the group header 
out into the sunlight. They passed within fifty feet of thf 
soldier who continued to ignore them. After a short wall 
up a hot cobblestone street, they came to a small greet 
surroimded by plantation-style homes. 

“It reminds me of some of the Caribbean Islands,’ 
Laurie said. 

Five minutes later, they entered the tree-lined towr 
square. The group of soldiers lolling in front of thi 
town hall diagonally across from where they wen 
standing spoiled the otherwise idyllic tableau. 

“Whoa,” Jack said. “There’s a whole battalion.” 
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leading to the outside. There were s. few condies and 
chairs on area rugs forming distinci: conTersatrocal 
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glass-fronted information cubbyhole. 

Jack again knocked on the glass. Another wocian sEd 
open the glass partition. She was cqnaHy as cot&L 
■-> ^ ‘We have a question,” Jack said. ‘Wre doctors, and 
W'c d like to know if there arc carrently any transoEnn 
patients in the hospital?” 

“Yes, of course, there’s one,” the woman said with a 
confused look on her face. “Horace Winchester: He’s in 
302 and ready to be discharged.” 

Pin?' lU fitm tfi- 
nttsburgh group.>” 

;;No pan of the New York group, ” J,dc raid. 
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“Could all these people be patients?” Laurie as! 

“Good question,” Jack said. “Somehow, I don’t i 
so. They all look too healthy and too comfortable, 
talk to the secretary or whoever she is.” 

Warren and Natalie were intimidated by the ho! 
enviromnent. They silentiy followed after Jack 
Laurie. 

Jack rapped softly on the glass. The woman lo 
up from her work and slid the glass open. 

“Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t see you arrive. Are 
checking in?” 

“No,” Jack said. “All my bodily functions are woi 
fine at the moment.” 

“Excuse me.>” the woman questioned. 

“We’re here to see the hospital, not use its servii 
Jack said. “We’re doctors.” 

“This isn’t the hospital,” the woman said. “T1 
the Inn. You can either go out and come in the i 
of the building or follow the hall to your right, 
hospital is beyond the double doors.” 

“Thank you,” Jack said. 

“My pleasure,” the woman said. She leaned for 
and watched as Jack and the others disappeared arc 
the corner. Perplexed, the woman sat back and pi 
up her phone. 

Jack led the others through the double d( 
Immediately, the surroundings looked more fam 
The floors were vinyl and the walls were painU 
soothing hospital green. A faint antiseptic smell 
detectable. 

“This is more like it,” Jack said. 

They entered a room whose windows fronted on 
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vcrc four of tlicm. Only one spoke. He said he was a 
loctor.” 

“Hmmm,” Cameron voiced. “And you’ve never seen 
hem before?” 

“Never,” Corrina said anxiously. “The)’ took me by 
urprisc. I tJiought maybe the)' were to stay at the Inn 
ince we had new arris'als yesterday. But tJic)’ said the)’ 
hJ come to see tlie hospital. ^\nien I (old tliem how to 
'ct there, tliey left straightaw'ay.” 

“Were they black or white?” Cameron asked. Maybe 
his wouldn’t be a t)pical false alarm after all. 

“Half and half,” Corrina said. “Two blacks, two 
vhites. But I could tell from the way they were dressed 
hey were all American.” 

“I see,” Cameron said, while he stroked his beard 
nd pondered the unlikely possibility of any of the Zone's 
American workers coming into tJic Inn to say they 
vanted to see the hospital. 

“Tlic one who was talking also said .something strange 
ibout his bodily functions working fine,” Corrina s.iid. 
‘I didn’t know how to respond.” 

“Hmmm,” Cameron repeated. “Could I u.sc your 
)honc?” 

“Of course,” Corrina .said. She pulled the phone over 
. Ai the side of her desk and faced it out toward 
Dameron. 

Cameron punched tlie manager's direct line. Siegfried 
nswered immediately. 

“Pm here at the Inn,” Cameron explained. “I 
bought you should be apprised of a curious story. I-our 
(range doctors presented themselves here to Miss 
Villiams with the srish to see the hospital,' 

Siegfried's response was an angry tirade that forced 
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“I suppose,” Jack said reluctantly. “But I kin 
think its important for us to stick together in casi 
have to mosey down to the canoe sooner than we’d 
You know what I’m saying?” 

Warren nodded and Jack pressed the elevator 
button. 


Cameron Mclvers was accustomed to false alarms. Ai 
all, most of the time he or the Office of Security t 
called, it was a false alarm. Accordingly, as he enter 
the front door of the Inn, he was not concerned. Bui 
was his job or one of his deputies’ to check out 
potential problems. 

As he crossed to the information desk, Camerc 
noted that the lounge was as subdued as usual. The cah 
scene bolstered his suspicions that this caU would be lik 
all the others. 

*'■. Cameron tapped on the glass, and it was slid open. 
y- “Miss Williams,” Cameron said, while touching th( 
brim of his hat in a form of salute. Cameron and the resi 
of the security force wore khaki uniforms with an Aussi 
hat when on duty. There was also a leather belt with 
shoulder strap. A bolstered Bcretta was attached to tJ„- 
belt on the right side and a hand-held two-way radio on 
the left side. 

“They went that way,” Cortina Williams said excit- 
edly. She lifted herself out of her chair to point around 
the corner. 

“Calm down,” Cameron said gendy. “Who exactly 
are you talking about?” 

“They didn’t give any names.” Corrin-^ 
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his bathrobe and padded over to the club chair b\' the 
bed. He sat down with a satisfied sigh. 

“What’s the occasion?” he as.kcd, smiling at his guests. 
“This is more company than I’ve had the whole time 
I’ve been here.” 

“How are you feeling?” Jack asked. He grabbed a 
straiglu-back chair and sat doum directly in front of 
^race. Warren and Natalie lurked just outside the door, 
i'hey felt reluctant to enter the room. Laurie went to 
the window. After seeing the group of soldiers, she’d 
become progressively anxious. She was eager to make 
die \isit short and get back to die boat. 

“I’m feeling just great,” Horace said. “It’s a miracle. 

I came here at death’s door and as yellow as a canar}'. 
Look at me now! I’m ready for durt)'-six holes of golf 
at one of my resorts. Hej', any of you people arc invited 
to any of my places for as long as you w'ant to stay, and 
it will all be on the house. Do you like to ski?” 

“I do,” Jack said. “But I’d rather talk about your 
case. I understand you had a liver transplant here. I’d 
like to ask where the liver came from?” 

A half smile puckered Horace’s face as he regarded 
Jack out of the comer of his cv'c. “Is this some kind of 
test?” he asked. “Because if it is, it’s not nccc.ssary. I’m 
n' 'going to be telling anyone. I couldn’t be more 
' .atcfiil. In fact, as soon as I can, I’m going to have 
anodicr double made.” 

“Exactly what do you mean by a ‘double’?” Jack 
•isked. 

“Arc you people pan of die Pitt.sburgh team’ 
Horace asked. He looked over at Ijurie. 

“No, we’re p.iri of the New York team. Jack sjk 
“A nd we’re fascinated by your case, ^^c re glad \o 
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Cameron to hold the receiver away from his ear. E\ 
Corrina cringed. 

Cameron handed the phone back to the receptioni 
He’d not heard every word of Siegfried’s invective t 
the meaning was clear. Cameron was to get reinfon 
ments over there immediately and detain the all 
doctors. 

Cameron unsnapped the straps over both his Bere 
and the radio simultaneously. He pulled the radio fi 
and made an emergency call to base while he started ; 
the hospital. 


Room 302 turned out to be in the front of the buildi 
with a fine view out over the square looking east. Ja 
and the others had found the room without difficul 
No one had challenged them. In fact, they hadn’t se 
a person as they’d made their way from the elevator 
the room’s open door. 

Jack had knocked but it was obvious the room v 
momentarily empty although there was plenty 
evidence the room was occupied. A television with 
built-in VCR was on, and it was showing an old Pj 
N ewman movie. The hospital bed was moderately d 
heveled. An open, half-packed suitcase was poised oJ 
luggage stand. 

The mystery was solved when Laurie noticed t 
sounds of a shower behind the closed bathroom dooi 

When the water stopped running, Jack had knockc 
but it wasn’t until almost ten minutes later that Hora 
Winchester appeared. 

The patient was in his mid-fifties and corpulent. B 
he looked happy and healthy. He cinched up the tie < 
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“Come on, manl” Warren encouraged. He was back 
at the door. “We got to get our asses out of here.” 

“And what did you mean by a double?” Hck asked. 
Laurie grabbed Jack’s arm. “There’s no time. Those 
soldiers will be up here in a minute.” 

Reluctantly, Jack let go of Horace and allowed himself 
to be dragged to the door. “Damn, I was so close,” he 
. Tuplaincd. 

Warren was waving frantically for them to follow him 
and Natalie down the central corridor toward the back 
of the building, when the elevator door opened. Out 
stepped Cameron with his Bcretta clutched in his hand, 
“Everyone halt!” Cameron shouted the moment he 
saw the strangers. He grabbed his gun in both hands 
and trained it on Warren and Natalie. Then he swept it 
around to aim at Jack and Laurie. For Cameron, the 
problem w'as tliat his adversaries were on either side of 
him. ^Vhcn he tvas looking at one group, he couldn’t 
sec the other. 

“Hands on top of your heads,” Cameron com- 
manded. He motioned Avith the barrel of his gun. 

Everyone complied, although every time Cameron 
swaing the gun toward Jack and Laurie, Warren 
apt'roached another step toward him. 

“No one is going to get hurt,” Cameron said as he 
brought tlic gun back toward Warren. 

Warren had gotten Avithin range of a kick, and Avith 
lighming speed his foot lashed out and connected AArith 
C^imcron’s hands. The gun bounced off the ceiling. 

Before Cameron could react to his gun’s sudden dis- 
appearance, Warren closed in on him and hit him twice, 
once in the lower abdomen and then on the tio of 
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doing so well, and we’re here to learn.” Jack smiled ai 
spread his hands palm up. “We’re all ears. Why doi 
you start from the beginning?” 

‘'You mean how I got sick?” Horace asked. He 
plainly confiised. 

“Ho, how you arranged to have your transplant he 
in Africa,” Jack said. “And I’d like to know what y( 
mean by a double. Did you by any chance get a liv 
taken from some kind of ape?” 

Horace gave a litde nervous laugh and shook his hea 
“What’s going on here?” he questioned. He glanc< 
again at Laurie and then at Natalie and Warren wl 
were still standing in the doorway. 

“Uh-oh!” Laurie suddenly voiced. She was starir 
out the window. “There’s a bunch of soldiers runnir 
this way across the square.” 

Warren quickly crossed the room and looked ou 
“Shit, man. They mean business!” 

Jack stood up, reached out, and grasped Horace I 
the shoulders. He leaned his face close to the patient’ 
“You are really going to disappoint me if you don 
answer my questions, and I do the strangest things whe 
I’m disappointed. What kind of animal was it, a chin 
panzee?” 

“They’re coming to the hospital,” Warren ycD-' 
“And they all have AK-47s.” 

“Come on!” Jack urged Horace while gi\'ing the ma 
a little shake. “Talk to me. Was it a chimpanzee?” Jac 
tightened his hold on the man. 

“It was a bonobo,” Horace squeaked. He was tei 
rifled. 

“Is that a type of ape?” Jack demanded. 

‘Tes,” Horace managed. 
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down the hall. The supply room’s door was ajar, emitting 
a faint glow. 

Hearing the repetith'e thumps on the operating room 
doors, a woman appeared from the supply room. She 
was dressed in a scrub suit with a disposable cap. 
She caught her breath as she saw the four figures hurtling 
in her direction. 

> “Hey, you can’t come in here in street clothes,” she 
yelled as soon as she’d recovered from her initial shock. 
But Warren and tlic others had already passed. Perplexed, 
she watched the intruders run all the way dosvn the rest 
of the corridor to disappear through the doors leading 
to the lab. 

Turning back into the supply room, she went for the 
wall phone. 

Warren skidded to a stop where the corridor formed 
a “T.” He looked in either direction. To the left at the 
far end was a red wall light indicating a fire alarm. Above 
it was an exit sign. 

“Hold up!” Jack said, as Warren was preparing to 
dash down to what he imagined would be a stainsxll. 

“^Wiat’s the matter, man?” Warren questioned 
anxiously. 

, “This looks like a laboratory,” Jack said. He stepped 
over to a glazed door and looked inside. He was immedi- 
ately impressed. Although they' were in the middle of 
Africa, it was the most modem lab he’d ever seen. Every’^ 
piece of equipment looked brand new, 

“Come on!” Laurie snapped. “There’s no time for 
curiosity. We’ve got to get out of here.” 

“It’s true, man,” Warren said. “Especially after hitting 
that secunty type back there, we’ve got to make tracks.” 
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the nose. Cameron collapsed backwards in a heap oi 
floor. 

“I’m glad you’re on my team for this run,” Jack 

“We got to get ourselves back to that boat!” W: 
blurted without humor. 

“I’m open to suggestions,” Jack said. 

Cameron moaned and pushed himself over ont( 
stomach. 

Warren looked both ways down the hall. A 
minutes earlier, he’d thought of running down the ] 
corridor toward the rear, but that was no longer a rea 
able alternative. Halfway down the corridor he coul( 
some nurses gathering and pointing in his directiot 

Across from the elevators at eye-level was a sig 
the form of an arrow that pointed doivn the hall bej 
Horace’s room. It said: OR 

Knowing they had little time to debate, Wa 
motioned in the direction of the arrow. “That way!' 
barked. 

“The operating room?” Jack questioned. “Why? 

“Because they won’t expect it,” Warren said, 
grabbed a stunned Natalie by the hand and propt 
her into a jog. 

Jack and Laurie followed. They passed Horace’s rc 
but the chubby man had locked himself in his bathro 

The operating suite was set off from the rest of 
hospital by the usual swinging doors. Warren hit tl 
and went through with a straight arm like a foot 
running back. Jack and Laurie were right behind. 

There were no cases under way nor were there 
patients in the recovery room. There weren’t e 
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“You guys go,” Jack said distrartedly. “I’ll meet yoi 
at the boat.” 

Warren, Laurie, and Natalie exchanged anxiou 
glances. 

Jack tried the door. It was unlocked. He opened i 
and walked inside. 

“Oh, for crissake,” Laurie complained. Jack could bi 
so firustrating. It was one thing for him to have little 
concern for his own safety, but it was quite another thinj 
for him to compromise others. 

“This place is going to be crawling with security dude 
and soldiers in nothing fiat,” Warren said. 

“I know,” Laurie said. “You guys go. I’U get him t( 
come as soon as I can.” 

“I can’t leave you,” Warren said. 

“Think of Natalie,” Laurie said. 

“Nonsense,” Natalie said. “I’m no frail female. We’n 
in this together.” 

“You ladies go in there and talk some sense into tha 
man,” Warren said. “I’m going to run down the hal 
and pull the fire alarm.” 

“What on earth for?” Laurie asked. 

“It’s an old trick I learned as a teenager,” Warrci 
said. “Whenever there’s trouble cause as much chaos a 
you can. It gives you a chance to slip away.” 

“I’ll take your word for it,” Laurie said. She motionc< 
for Natalie to follow and entered the lab. 

They found Jack already engaged in pleasant conver 
sation with a laboratory technician wearing a long whit 
coat. She was a firecklc-feced redhead with an amiabJ 
smile. Jack already had her laughing. 

“Excuse me!” Laurie said, struggling to keep he 
voice down. “Jack, we have to go.” 
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tion. As they neared the street they all glanced behind 
them for fear they were being watched, but no one was 
cv'cn looking in their direction. Everybody was capti- 
vated by the fire crew who’d arrived. 

“So far so good,” Jack said. 

Warren was the first to reach the street. As he got a 
look to the west around the comer, he stopped abruptly 
and put his arms out to block the others. He backed up 
a step. 

“We’re not going that way,” he said. “They’ve got a 
roadblock at the end of the street.” 

“Uh-oh,” Laurie said. “Maybe they’ve sealed off the 
area.” 

“You remember that power station we saw?” Jack 
said. 

Everyone nodded. 

“That power has to get over here to the hospital,” 
Jack said. “I’d bet there’s a tunnel.” 

“Maybe,” Warren said. “But the trouble is we don’t 
know how to find it. Besides, I’m not thrilled about 
going back inside. Not with ail those kids with AK-47s.” 
“Then let’s tr)' walking across the square,” Jack said. 
“Toward where we saw the soldiers?” Laurie ques- 
ioned with dismay. 

“Hey, if they’re over here at the hospital, there should 
be no problem,” Jack said. 

That’s a point,” Natalie agreed. 

“Of course, we could always give ourselves up and 
sa\ VC re sorry’,” Jack said. “I mean, what can they do 
to us besides kick us the heU out. I think I’ve gotten what 
1 came for, so it wouldn’t bother me in the slightest.” 
“You’re joiung,” Laurie said. “They’re not going to 
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which he distributed to the others. They all pulle 
on over their clothes. Unfortunately, they were tl 
ones wearing shorts. “They have created some ! 
chimera with these apes called bonobos,” Jack sail 
edly. “That’s the explanation. No wonder the Dh 
were so screwy.” 

“What’s he carrying on about now?” Warrei 
with irritation. 

“Don’t ask,” Laurie said. “It will only enc 
him.” 

“Whose idea was it to pull the fire alarm?” Jacl 
“It was brilliant.” 

“Warren’s,” Laurie said. “At least one oi 
thinking.” 

The stairwell opened up into a parking lot 
north side. People were milling about, looking 
the building, and talking in small groups. It was 
hot since the sun was out and the parking 1 
, blacktop. A wailing fire siren could be heard ' 
^ from the northeast. 

“What should we do?” Laurie asked. “I’m i 
we’ve gotten as far as we have. I didn’t think 
going to be so easy to get out of the building.” 

“Let’s walk over to the street and turn left,” J: 
while pointing. “We can circle around the area 
west and get back to the waterfront.” 

“Where are all those soldiers?” Laurie asked. 

“And the Arabs?” Natalie added. 

“I’d guess they’re looking for us in the ho 
Jack said. 

“Let’s go before all these lab people start goii 
into the building,” Warren said. 

They tried not to rush to avoid attracting an 3 


c£rcw!C-‘*c 5 r« € 


kir-d cf!xn±zd rre cf tfhr i5.27^'Qi; Cep::"' 

[ick i'ed. 

“I coc't £:d arpddrp sroe- t±5i cerrarsl sr slid” 
L-iTiric idd, 

bade iT-arde,” Warren, said, ‘''/vrr: dieae isir ■eean- 
cn cherre eetna: eo ■rondcr sdrj n: s r a rrci r rg o~ 


Before arpoce aoedd re.ocetjd to vvarrero f .stoppttrcc 
Caroeroc can:e otrt the dcoc aoonrtrarded. by ctrer 
rr.en. Ooe vtis dreoted Eie Carterotr ci-idy a. t oert - t ’er 
cf doe 3ear±y force. Tic ctrer sdciroer o:c± a icrtr 

‘"Uh-obd' fade said, ‘‘I fcaore a feeiir^ ’^-erll te force-d 
rrs aae ±e arolocr aperoadt after ad." 

Carr.eroto hol'drz a btood-tretted ttardxerdti'et 
to hd; note, but it di'io't Gcatmet hi: vifoc, Ke spotted 

yelled. 

Tr.e fdorcccana and the soidi'er: resconded mono'edi* 

fceir.n told. 

"'onder if theyT be hnnrea.ocjt oCth ttrr noedi-nd 
emnofner fcadrer" Jade edneed, 

ately S'dendv. the dnx aronnd the .Cnerocane ot:-rt.ed tn^ 

“■»"cV: dee to atologize tor any inoonoetr-rn'te." Jack 
r.enan. 






504 


Robin Cook 


accept a mere apology. Warren struck that man; 
done more than trespass.” 

“I’m joking to an extent,” Jack agreed. “B 
man was sticking a gun in our face. That’s at h 
explanation. Besides, we can leave a bunch of our ] 
francs behind. Supposedly, that solves everything 
country.” 

“It didn’t get us past the gate,” Laurie reminde 

“All right, everything but get us in here,” Jac 
“But m be very surprised if it doesn’t get us out 

“We’ve got to do something,” Warren said. “T 
crew are already waving for the people to come t 
the building. We’re going to be standing out here 
god-awful heat by ourselves.” 

“So they are,” Jack said, squinting against th 
light. He found his simglasses and put them on. 
try crossing the square before the soldiers return. 

Once again, they tried to walk calmly as if the 
strolling. They got almost to the grass, wher 
) became aware of a commotion at the door ini 
building. They all turned to see a number of the 
suited Arabs push their way pass the lab techs wh( 
entering. 

The Arabs rushed out into the sundrenched p 
lot with their neckties flapping and their eyes squi 
Each brandished an automatic pistol in his hand. I 
the Arabs came several soldiers. Out of breath 
stood in the hot sun, panting while scanning the i 
borhood. 

Warren froze, and the rest of the group did the 

“I don’t like this,” Warren said. “The six of 
have enough fire power to rob the Chase Mad 






:olvc this,” Jack said. “AVc arc, after all, government 
iployecs.” 

Siegfried smiled, which actually only increased his 
ir-induccd sneer. “American Embass}'?” he questioned 
th uncamouflagcd scorn. “In Equatorial Guinea! \\Tiat 
oke! Unfortunately for you, it’s out on the island of 
oko.” He turned to Cameron. “Put them in the jail 
It separate the men and the women!” 

Cameron snapped his fingers for his deputy. He 
intcd the four handcuffed first. \Vhilc this was in pro- 
css he and Siegfried drew off to the side. 

“Are you really going to hand them over to the 
}uatoguineans?” Cameron asked. 

“Absolutely,” Siegfried said. “Ra^Tnond told me all 
out Stapleton. They have to disappear.” 

“Wren?” Cameron asked. 

“As soon as Taylor Cabot leaves,” Siegfried said. “I 
mt this whole episode kept quiet.” 

“I understand,” Cameron said. He touched the brim 
his hat and then went back to supervise the transfer of 
c prisoners to the jail in tire basement of the town hall. 
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group to eye them from all directions. When he got b 
to where he started, he asked Cameron if these were 
people he’d encountered in the hospital. 

“No doubt in my mind,” Cameron said while glai 
directly into Warren’s face. “I hope you will indulge i 
sir.” 

“Of course,” Siegfried said with a slight wave of < 
missal. 

Without warning, Cameron punched Warren in 
side of the face with a roundhouse blow. The sound ^ 
a telephone directory falling to the floor. A plaini 
ne escaped from Cameron’s lips as he grabbed 
d and gritted his teeth. Warren did not mov 
;cle. He may not have blinked, 
lameron swore under his breath and stepped aws 
■Search them,” Siegfried commanded. 

We are sorry if we — ” Jack began but Siegfried did 
him finish. He slapped him ivith an open fist h 
ugh to turn Jack’s head in the direction of the bl 
raise a red welt on his cheek, 
lameron’s deputy quickly relieved Jack and tfie oth 
heir passports, wallets, money, and car keys. He g 
n to Siegfried, who slowly went through them. AJ 
ooked at Jack’s passport, he raised his eyes and glc 
1 at him. 

I’ve been told you are a troublemaker,” Siegfr 
with disdain. 

I’d rather think of myself as a tenacious competito 
: said. 

•Ah, arrogant as well,” Siegfried snarled. “I he 
c tenacity comes in handy once you are turned o 
he Equatoguinean military.” 
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Around ten o’clock that morning, there’d been a 
sense that something abnormal was happening. The 
animals had become a^tated. Some had rushed out only 
to return moments later, making loud cries. Early on, 
bonobo number one had gone out but had yet to return. 
That in itself was abnormal. 

“Wait a second,” Kevin said suddenly. He put up his 
hands to keep the women from making any noise. He 
strained to hear by turning his head slowly from side to 
side. 

“Wliat is itr’ Melanie asked urgently. 

“I thought I heard a voice,” Kevin said. 

“A human voice?” Candace questioned. 

Kc\'in nodded. 

“Wait, I just heard it!” Melanie said with excitement 
“I did, too,” Candace said, “I’m sure it was a humai 
voice. It sounded like someone yelling ‘Okay.’ ” 
“Artlrur heard it, too,” Kevin said. They’d named th 
bonobo who most often stood guard at the lip c 
the small cave Arthur for no particular reason other tha 
to have a way to refer to him. Over the long hours, they’ 
had what could have been called a dialogue. They’d evei 
been able to guess at some of the meanings of th 
Jbnobo words and gestures. 

The ones tiicy were the most sure of included “arak,' 
which meant “away” especially when accompanied b 
the spreading of fingers and a srveeping arm motion, th 
same gesture Candace had seen in the operating roon 
There was also “hana” for “quiet” and “zit” for “go. 
llicy were ver)' sure of “food” and “water,” which wci 
burnt and “carak” respectively. A word they weren 
loo sure of was “sta” accompanied by holding up ont 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


March 9, 1997, 4:15 P.M. 
is!a Francesca 

“Something very strange is going on,” Kevin said. 

“But what?” Melanie said. “Should we get our hopes 
up?” 

“Where could all the other animals be?” Candace 
questioned. 

“I don’t know whether to be encouraged or con- 
cerned,” Kevin said. “What if they’re having 
Armageddon with the other group, and the fighting 
spreads to here?” 

“God almighty,” Melanie commented. “I never 
thought of that.” 

Kevin and the women had been virtual prisoners for 
over two days. They had not been allowed to leave the 
small cave the entire time of their confinement, and it 
now smelled as bad or worse than the outer cave. TS 
relieve themselves, they’d been forced to go back into 
the tunnel which reeked like a mini-cesspool. 

They themselves didn’t smell much better. They were 
filthy fi-om wearing the same clothes and sleeping on the 
rock and dirt floor. Their hair was hopelessly matted. 
Kevin’s face was covered with a two- day stubble. They 
were all weak fi-om lack of exercise and food although 
each had eaten some of what was brought to them. 
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■^ou people arc a meas,” the man with the Ught said. 

“I’m Kevin Marshall and this is Melanie Becket and 

Candace Brickmann.” . „ , ..r , 

“I know who you are,” the man said flatly. Let s get 

out of this shithole.” 

Kev-in and the women were happy to comply on 
rubbery legs. The two men followed. Once out of the 
•avc, the three friends had to squint in the bright, hazy 
.^nlight. Below the face of die cliflF were a half dozen 
more animal handlers. They were busy rolling up tran- 
quilizcd bonobos in reed mats and lifting them onto a 
trailer where they were carefully positioned side by side. 

“There’s one more up here in this cave,” the man 
uith the flashlight yelled down to the others. 

“I know you two,” Melanie said once she got a good 
view of the men who’d come into the cave. “You’re 
Dave Turner and Daryl Christian.” 

The men ignored Melanie. Dave, the taller of the two, 
pulled a two-way racho out of a holder at his waist. Daryl 
started climbing down the ^ant steps. 

‘ Turner to base,” Dave said into the instrument. 

“I hear you loud and clear,” Bertram said on the 
other end. 

‘Wc got the last of the bonobos and we’re loa din g 
V’ Dave said. 

“Excellent work,” Bertram said. 

“Vic found Kevin Marshall and the two women in a 
cave,” Dave said. 

In what state?” Bertram asked. 

“Filthy but othenvise apparently healthy,” Dave said. 
Give me that thing!” Melanie said, reaching for 
Da\es radio. Suddenly, she didn’t like being talked 
about disparapngly by an underling. 
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hands witli palms out. They thought it might be 
pronoun “you.” 

Arthur stood up and loudly vocalized to the 
bonobos remaining in the cave. They listened and 1 
immediately disappeared out the front. 

The next thing Kevin and the others heard t 
several reports from a rifle: not an ordinary gun 
rather an air gun. A few minutes later, two figure 
animal'Center coveralls appeared silhouetted against 
hazy, late-afternoon sky at the cave’s entrance. One 
carrying a gun, the other a strong, battery-pow< 
lamp. 

“Help!” Melanie shouted. She averted her eyes fi 
the strong beam of light but waved her hands frantic 
lest the men not see her. 

There was a loud thump that echoed around 
inside of the cave. Simultaneously, Arthur let ot 
whimper. With a confused expression on his flat frCc 
looked down at a red-tailed dart that protruded fi 
his chest. His hand came up to grasp it, but before 
could, he began to wobble. As if in slow moti 
he sagged to the floor and rolled over onto his side. 

Kevin, Melanie, and Candace emerged from tl 
doorless cell and tried to stand upright. It took a mom 
for them to stretch. By the time they did the men v 
kneeling at the side of the bonobo to give the animal 
additional dose of tranquilizer. 

“My god, are we glad to see you,” Melanie said. ; 
had to steady herself with a hand against the rock. 1 
a moment, the cave had begun to spin. 

The men stood up and shined the bright light on 
women and then on Kevin. The former captives all 1 


Their human potential was not to be realized, and theii 
striking accomplishments thus far would be lost. 

Dar)'l and three other men were now on their way up 
ivith a litter. 

Kerin turned to look back inside the cave. In the far 
iliadows, he could see Arthur’s profile near the tip of the 
ihamber where Kevin and the women had been kept. A 
.ar formed in the comer of Kevin’s eye as he imagined 
low Arthur was going to feel when he awoke to find 
iimself encased in steel. 

“All right, you three," Dwe said, “Let’s start back 
he S’ ™‘ "> »■> 

“Horv do you move the trailer!” Kevin asked. 

W ve go. an all-terrain vehicle on the island,’’ Dave 

“I’ll "'alk thank you” Melame said icily 
"in»ls have only beSffeitT®^” 

rwh grass." worms, and 

■i?«>l>»rndbej„s.fi„S 

climb down it S’''™' *“<!• 

" “-P- Once on fc llat.TS"“ Part of 

t s^ ’"5” C S'“»*e 

^“'nri.icn in 

^ Stressed it 
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Dave fended her oflF. “What do you want me tc 
with them?” 

Melanie put her hands on her hips. She was incen 
“Wliat do you mean Svhat to do with them’?” 

“Bring them to the animal center,” Bertram said, 
inform Siegfiied Spallek. I’m sure he’ll want to talk ^ 
them.” 

“Ten-four,” Dave said. He snapped off the radio 

“What’s the meaning of this kind of treatmei 
Melanie demanded. “We’ve been prisoners out here 
more than two days.” 

Dave shrugged. “We just follow orders, ma’arc 
seems as if you two have riled up the front office 
time.” 

“\Vhat on earth is happening to the bonobos?” K 
asked. When he’d first seen what the men were do 
he’d assumed it had all been for the purpose of t 
rescue. But the more he thought about it he coirli 
understand why the animals were being loaded oni 
trailer. 

“The bonobos’ good life on the island is a thinj 
the past,” Dave said. “They’ve been warring out 1 
and killing each other. We’ve foimd four corpses as 
dence, all bashed with stone wedges. So we’re ca| 
them at the staging area in preparation for taking tl 
all to the animal center. It’ll be six-foot concrete < 
from now on as far as I know.” 

Kevin’s mouth slowly fell open. In spite of his hun; 
exhaustion, and aches and pains, he felt a profo' 
sadness for these unfortunate creatures who’d not as 
to be created or born. Their lives had suddenly ; 
arbitrarily been doomed to monotonous incarcerati 
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workers was manning a hose fiom a gasoline-powered 
pump and sprasing the cages and the animals with river 
water. 

“I thought you said the bonobos were going to the 
animal center?” Kesin asked. 

“Not today,” Dave said. “For the moment, there is 
no place to put them. It’ll be tomorrow or the next day 
' ^.thc very latest.” 

There was no trouble getting over to the mainland 
bcausc tlic telescoping bridge had been deployed. It 
was constructed of steel and had a hollow, drumlike 
sound as they trod across. Parked alongside the bridge 
mechanism was Dave’s pickup truck. 

bed poiflting mto the truck’s 


lirs?,rrd“"“r'” her 

.he ™ “ 

y„„’„ Dave said. “You’re not riding in 
Come on, Mclame,” Kevin urged “Ir will 

f-.hackbetebt the open 

■« h'. Wps, her lei snT?“ *■“ 

■»e.:1.er, she iookefle , 

temper tantrum. ' ^ oTa 

“Melanie, it’s not that far » r, ^ 
her hand. Reluctantly f^ched 

didn’t cxpeaTn ' ’ tt, 

plained. “But I ” Melar> 

dre damp 
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probably was. There was no reason it would have 
found. 

Candace was elated when she saw the earth-co' 
timber bridge and said as much. She’d been wor 
how they were going to get across the Rio Diviso. 

“You people have been busy,” Kevin comment! 

“We had no choice,” Dave said. “We had to ) 
up these animals in the quickest time possible.” 

Kevin, Melanie, and Candace began to get ser 
fatigued on the last mile segment from the Rio ' 
bridge to the staging area. It was especially ap] 
when they had to step off the trail for the all-1 
vehicle to pass on its way back for the last trailcr-1 
bonobos. Stopping and standing just for a momem 
their legs feel like lead. 

Everybody breathed a sigh of relief whei 
emerged from the twilight of the jungle into the b 
staging area in the clearing. Another half dozer 
coveralled workers were toiling vmder the hot sur 
were quickly unloading the bonobos from a 
trailer and getting them into individual steel cages 
the animals revived. 

The cages were four-foot square steel boxes, 
it impossible for all but the youngest animals t 
up. The only source of ventilation was through l 
in the doors. The doors were secured by an angl 
that latched around the side beyond the animal’ 
Kevin was able to catch glimpses of terrified t 
cowering within the cages’ shadows. 

Such small cages were supposed to be used 
transport, but a forklift was laboriously movir 
into the shade of the north-facing wall of the 
suggesting they were staying on the island. On 
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sciously braced for tlic sharp right-hand turn lliry hn w 
was coming up to take them to the anima) ccmci, Hui 
instead, after die truck slowed, it stopped, Kevin '..tl up 
and looked ahead. He saw Bertram’s Jeep (dicroVer 
“Siegfried wants you to drive directly to J.'rvin’*. 
house,” Bertram called to Dave. 

“Okay!” Dave called back. 

The truck lurched forward as Dave pulled out beliifiil 
Bertram. 

Kesin lay back dotvn. “Well, th.-)t’s a stirpri'.'', M.iyl.r 
wc’rc not going to be treated that badly after a!!." 

“Maybe we can get them to drop Canrlace and m' 
our places,” Melanie said. “'Diry’rc more or by. of, ;! ' 
way.” She looked down at herself. “Tiit f.r'/ ti foy Vi-- 
going to do is take a shower and char.pe cke'.'-v O.'.y,- 
then am I going to eat.” 

Kevin got his legs under him and kneeled ' 

truck’s cab. He rapped on the rear window <,:;m I yr ' 
Dave’s attention. He then relayed Mel-mie’*. r'-'; ^ " 

response from Dave was a svavc of d:'rr.. . -■ ^ ^ 

Kesin repositioned himself on hV b r . " 
have to go to my house y- y ^ ^ ^ 

As soon as they hit the , 

jarringthat they all sat up. y ' ^ „ . , , . ^ 

> looked ahead expcctantlj. - ^ ^ 

■'/ show'cr as Melanie. _ 

encouraging. Siegfric<^ - 

in front of his house alyT- . , 

One <' , 


Equatoguincan soldicns. 

oSccr. ..'fiiJi 

“Uh-oh,” Kesin sf<l’ 

The truck came m ’ 
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moist hothouse of the jungle, the breezy ride in the b; 
of the truck was unexpectedly pleasant. The bed \ 
filled with reed mats that had been used to transport 
animals, and they provided adequate cushion. The m 
had a rather rank smell, but the group guessed they d 
too. 

They lay on their backs and watched patches of i 
late-afternoon sky appear between the branches of i 
overhead canopy of trees. 

“What do you think they are going to do to u 
Candace said. “I don’t want to go back in that jail.” 

“Let’s hope they just fire us on the spot,” Mela 
said. “I’m ready to pack my bag and say goodbye to l 
Zone, the project, and Equatorial Guinea. I’ve had il 

“I can only hope it vrill be that easy,” Kevin sa 
“I’m also worried about the animals. They’ve been giv 
life sentences,” 

“There’s not much we can do,” Candace said. 

“I wonder,” Kevin said. “I wonder what animal-rigl 
groups would say about this situation.” 

“Now, don’t say anything like that until we get t 
hell out of here,” Melanie said. “That would drive evei 
body bananas,” 

They entered the eastern end of town, passing t 
soccer field and tennis center on their right. Both w{ 
in use, particularly the tennis center. Every court vs 
taken. 

“An experience like this makes you feel less importa 
than you thought you were,” Melanie commented wh 
glancing at the players. “You’re hidden away for t\' 
agonizing days and everything goes on just as it d 
before.” 

Thev all nondered M<?lanip’c mmm/'nr ac rhp.v unco 


^Vhen another blow did not m atr . 

3ack. Candace had Melanie str-i i d ing sn^iiX-j^ 

“You’ll be lea\’ing the Zone soon encngtr Stegm-. 
marled at Melanie. “But it vrlli be in trie 
;he Equatoguinean authorities. Yon can try yonr msn 


cncc on them.” 

Kc\in swallowed with difficulty. Being gwen to tne 
Bquatoguineans w'as what he’d feared most. 

“I’m an American,” Melanie sobbed. 

“But you are in Equatorial Guinea,” Sicgffiied 
snapped. “And you’ve \ioIated Equatoguinean law.” 

Siegfried stepped back. “I’ve confiscated all of youi 
passports. Just so you know', they will be given to th< 
local authorities along with your persons. In the mean 
dmc, you arc to stay here in this house. And I warn yoi 
that diese soldiers and this officer have been ordered t 
shoot if you so much as take one step outside. Have 
made myself clear?” 

“I need some clothes,” Melanie cried. 

“I’ve had clothes for both of you women brougl 
from your quarters and thrown into upstairs gue 
rooms,” Siegfried said. “Believe me, we have thougl 
of cvcrjllung.” 


. Siegfried turned to Cameron. “See that these peop 
arc taken care of.” 

Of course, sir,” Cameron said. He touched the t 
of his hat before turning to I^.in and the women. 


“Okay, you’ve heard th 
Upstairs you go and no tro- 
Kcsin started forward fcut 
by Bertram. “The'.- were min: 
making tools and e'. er. taiHn 
Kerin walhcd 


■i2gen” he baiiie 
* «« 

.ea-ie. ' 

nnre-d eno'r^-; to ^ 
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around to put down the tailgate. Kevin was the firs 
climb out on stiff legs. Melanie and Candace foUowi 
Preparing himself for the inevitable, Kevin wal 
over to where Siegfried and Cameron were standing, 
knew Melanie and Candace were right behind. Bertr 
who’d parked in front of the pickup truck, joined th 
No one looked particularly happy. 

‘'We had hoped you’d taken an imannoun 
liday,” Siegfried said scornfully. “Instead, we find ; 
rc willfiilly disobeyed standing orders not to tres| 
Isla Francesca. You’re all to be confined to quar 
■e, in this house.” He pointed over his shouldei 
vin’s. 

Kevin was about to explain why they’d done w 
;y had when Melanie pushed past him. She ' 
lausted and irate. 

“I’m not staying here and that’s final,” she spat. ‘ 
t, I quit, m be leaving the Zone just as soon as I ' 
ike arrangements.” 

Siegfried’s upper lip hiked itself up to exaggerate 
■ . After a quick step forward, he backhanded Mela 
iously, knocking her down. Reflexively Cand 
3pped to one knee to aid her fiiend. 

“Don’t touch her,” Siegfried shouted, as he drew 
tid back as if to strike Candace. 

Candace ignored him and helped Melanie up inti 
ing position. Melanie’s left eye was beginning to sw 
1 a trickle of blood slowly ran down her cheek. 
Kevin winced and looked away, expecting to hi 
3ther blow. He admired Candace’s courage a 
:hed that he shared some. But he was terrified 
gfncd and afraid to move. 
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“Good idea,” Melanie said, making an effort to soun( 
sim’c. 

After agreeing to meet in a half-hour, Kevin walkec 
:k through the dining room and pushed open the 
:hen door. As dirty as he was, he didn’t want to enter. 
: smell of roast chicken teased his nose. 

Esmeralda had leaped to her feet the moment the 
>r opened. 

‘Hello, Esmeralda,” Kevin said. 

Welcome, Mr. Marshall,” Esmeralda said. 

ou didn t come out to greet us like you always 
’’ Kevin said. ^ 


‘I was afraid the manager was still here,” Esmerald: 
. He and the security man had come up earlier tc 
you were coming home and that you would not be 
: to leave the house.” 

yiJt’s what they told me, too,” Ketin said 
I VC made food for you,” Esmctalda said. “Arc you 

]'V ' there are two guests ” 
as well" ““S" “H me 

Ce“IV." ashed. 

holding the door ajar ^ """ 

I hwe acoS^ho-n®**’ 

told me tliat four Amp ' 

not tK,. i:.... ^ • -^oey talked wtt, _ - 
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Bertram’s fece other than a slight movement 
perpetually elevated eyebrows. But Kevin was c 
Bertram had heard him. 

As Kevin wearily climbed to the second floor, 1 
Cameron already organizing an area for the soldie 
the officer to occupy at the base of the stairs. 

Up in the fi-ont hail Kevin, Melanie, and Ca 
eyed each other. Melanie was still sobbing intermit 
Kevin breathed out. “This is not good news,” h 
“They can’t do this to us,” Melanie whimperei 
“The point is they are going to try,” Kevin said, 
without our passports we’d have trouble leavin 
country even if we were to walk out of here.” 

Melanie put her hands on either side of her fee 
squeezed. “I’ve got to get ahold of myself,” she s 
“I feel numb again,” Candace admitted. “We’ve 
from one form of captivity to another.” 

Kevin sighed. “At least they didn’t put jus in the 
Outside they heard multiple car engines star 
vehicles pull away. Kevin went out onto the ve 
and saw all the cars leaving except for Came: 
Glancing up into the sky, he noted that twUigh 
deepening into night. A few stars were visible. 

Turning back into the house, Kevin went cfirec 
the phone. Picking it up, he heard what he’d exp 
to hear: nothing. 

“Is there a dial tone?” Melanie asked from bi 
him. 

Kevin replaced the receiver. He shook his head, 
afrad not.” 

“I didn’t expect so,” Melanie said. 
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preoccupied with his thouglus. “Tlnnl- r 
you have told me.” " ' 

Kc^^^ went back to his ou-n room. \\n,cn |,. i 
at himself in the mirror, he was surprised ho- 
and filthy he appeared. Running a hand over h-'\ 
ning beard, he noticed something more di'o..! .- . 
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s head. He grabbed an armload of bottles and pushed 
irouch the s\\inging door into the kitchen, 

Esmeralda got up from where she was sittmg havi g 


cr ov-m dinner. , t, 

“I have a favor to ask,” Kevin said. ‘Would you take 

icsc botdes of t^ine and a corkscrew dowm to the 
oldicrs at the foot of the stairs? 

' many?” she questioned. 

" ' , and I’d like you to take even more to the soldiers 

n the town hall. If they ask what the occasion is, tell 
hem that I’m going away, and I wanted them to enjo}” 
:hc wine, not the manager.” 

A smile spread across Esmeralda’s face. She looked at 
Kevin. “I think I understand.” From a cupboard she got 
the canvas bag that she used for shopping and loaded it 
with wine botdes, A moment later, she disappeared 
through the budeds pantry, heading for the front hall, 
Kevin made several trips back and forth from his wine 
collection to the kitchen table. Soon he had sev'eral 
dozen botdes lined up, including a couple bottles of 
port. 

“liTiat’s going on?” Melanie enquired after sticking 
, her head into the kitchen. “We’re w^aiting and wdiere’s 
. the wine?” 


p handed her one of the bottles. He said he’d be 
, » icw minutes more and they should start eating without 
Melanie rolled the botde over to look at the label. 
Oh, my, Chateau Latourl” she said. She flashed 

Die wT'?* “ me very 

■ It will stimulate their thirst.” 
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mething curious that I’d like to share with you.” Kevin 
irted by mentioning the phone call he got in the 
iddie of the night from Taylor Cabot. Then he told 
e story about the arrival and subsequent incarceration 
the New Yorkers in the town’s jail. 

"Well, this’s just what I’m talking about,” Melanie 
id. “A couple of smart people do an autopsy in New 
jrk, and they end up here in Cogo. And we thoug"'!: j 
: were so isolated. I tell you the world’s getting smaller' 
ery day.” 

"So you think these Americans came here following 
trail that started with Franconi?” Kevin asked. His 
tuition was telling him the same thing, but he wanted 
Lnforcement. 

"What else could it be?” Melanie questioned, 
fhere’s no question in my mind.” 

“Candace, what do you think?” Kevin asked. 

“I agree with Melanie,” Candace said. “Otherwise, 
s too much of a coincidence.” 

“Thank you, Candace!” Melanie said. While twirling 
:r empty wineglass, she looked menacingly at Kevin, 

: hate to interrupt this fascinating conversation, but 
dere’s some of that great wine of yours, bucko?” 

“Gosh, I totally forgot,” Kevin said. “Sorry!” ' ^ 

ished back from the table and went into the butlei \ 
ntry that he’d filled with his mostly untouched wine 
ocation. As he was looking through the labels, which 
Id little meaning for him, he was suddenly struck by , 
)W much wine he had. Counting the bottles in a small 
ea and extrapolating it to allow for the entire room, 
realized he had more than three hundred bottles. 

“My word,” Kevin said as a plan began to form in 
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3nd M'sit, she told Kc^^^ that the inidal deliveries o. 
dcs had been almost drained. 

fCcrin dressed quickly in the dark, then ventured out 
) the haU. He did not want to turn on any lights. 
:kily, the moon was bright enough for him to see his 
; to the guest rooms. He knocked first on Melanie s 
3r. He ts-as startled tvhen it was opened instandy. 

‘d’ve been waiting,” Melanie whispered. “I couldn’t 

/; 

Together, they went to Candace’s room. She, too, 
5 ready. 

In the firing room the}* picked up the small camras 
zs each had prepared and walked out onto the veranda, 
c rista was enticingly exotic. It had rained ses'eral 
urs earlier, but now the sk\' was filled vrith pufiy, silver- 
ic clouds. A gibbous moon was high in the sky, and 
light made the mist-filled toun gloss' eerily. The jungle 
iinds were shockingly loud in the hot, moist air. 

They had discussed this first stage in detail so there 
a no need for talk now. At the far end of the veranda 
the rear comer they secured the end of three sheets 
at had been tied together. The other end was dropped 
tf the side to the ground. 

Melanie had insisted on going first. She climbed 
tiver the balustrade, and lowered herself to the 
pk uith inspiring case. Candace was next, and her 
•trteading experience stood her in good stead. She 
d no trouble making it dosvn. 

.Kesin was the one who had difficult;,'. Trying to 
autc Melanie, he pushed off with his feet. But then as 
• fw-ung back toward the building he got twisted in 
: sheets so that he collided with the stucco, scraping 
knuckles. 
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“Marvelous idea,” Kevin said. He filled the car 
bag with wine and tested its weight. It was heavy, 
he thought Esmeralda could handle it. 

“Let me know how many soldiers are at the to 
haU,” Kevin said as he handed her the bag. “We w 
to make sure there is plenty for everyone.” 

“There are usually four at night,” Esmeralda said 

“Then ten botdes should be fine,” Kevin said^‘ 
least for starters.” He smiled, and Esmeralda smi 
back. 

Taking a deep breath, Kevin pushed through the d« 
into the dining room. He wanted to see what the wort 
thought of his idea. 


Kevin rolled over and looked at the clock. It was ji 
before midnight, so he sat up and put his feet over i 
side of the bed. He turned oflf the alarm clock that h 
been set to go off at twelve p.m. sharp. Then he strctchi 

During dinner, Kevin’s proposed plan had sparkec 
lively discussion. In a cooperative effort, the idea h 
been refined and expanded. Ultimately, all three thouj 
it was worth attempting. 

After making what preparations they could, they 
decided to try to get a little rest. But Kevin had. 
unable to sleep despite his exhaustion. He was too kl, 
up. There was also the problem of the gradua 
increasing noise from the soldiers. At first, it had jt 
been animated chatter, but during the last half-ho! 
loud, drunken singing had reverberated from below. 

Esmeralda had visited both groups of soldiers twi 
during the evening. When she returned, she report 
that the expensive French wine was a big hit. After h 
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“Damn,” he whispered, when he finally was st 
on the cobblestones. He shook his hand and sqi 
his fingers. 

“Are you okay?” Melanie whispered. 

“I think so,” Kevin said. 

The next stage of their escape was more worr 
In single file, they inched along the back of the bi 
within the shadow of the arcade. Each step tool 
closer to the central stairwell, where they could h( 
soldiers. A cassette recorder playing Afiican music 
volume had been added to the festivities. 

They reached the stall where Kevin kept his " 
LandCruiser and slipped in along the passenger sid 
they reached the fi-ont. According to previously 
plans, Kevin cased around tire car to the driver 
door and quietly opened it. At that point, he was ’ 
fifteen to twenty feet from the inebriated soldier 
were on the opposite side of a reed mat suspendec 
the ceiling. 

Kevin released the emergenc^'^ brake and put ti 
in neutral. Returning to the women, he motion 
start pushing. 

At first, the heavy vehicle resisted their efforts, 
lifted his foot to push against the house’s found 
That added amount of leverage made the differe;' 
car eased out of its parking slot. 

At the lip of the arcade, the cobblestones of the 
slanted downward in a gentle slope so rainwater t 
run away from the house. As soon as the rear whe 
the vehicle passed this point, the car gained momei 
All at once, Kevin realized that no additional fore 
needed. 

“Uh-oh!” Kevin cried, as the car began to gain s 
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Melanie and Candace watched. Candace literally had 
her fingers crossed. 

“IVell, at least they didn’t bolt for the telephone the 
moment they saw him,” Melanie said. 

The women watched as one of the mechanics saun- 
tered off and disappeared through a door in the rear of 
the facility. He reappeared a moment later, carrying a 
^fengthy hunk of heavy chain. He gave it to Kevin who 
staggered under its weight. 

As his face turned a progressively brighter shade of 
red, Kerin stumbled back toward the LandCruiser 
Sensing he was about to drop the chain, Melanie hopped 
out of the car to open the luggage area. 

thc^ail^^te ^ dropped the chain onto 

it didnt have to be this heavy.” 

“Wta « say to those men?” Melame asked. 

*= Toyota, and 

;ftom to ”taf “ “k'd 

r»°dic“rat™l^ of “ything else,” Kevin said. 
'W' »» the most dfflo n"° 'fokc. They aU knew 
t'tttion mounted as they f'™' Th' 

““W hca, AeTus t mf ™’ ““ Candace 

"^“Sic. This group ofsoldiers also had a 
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interior. They were all keyed up and their pulses ■ 
racing. Everyone smiled. 

“We did it!” Melanie asserted. 

“So far so good,” Kevin agreed. 

Kevin put the car in gear. He turned right for se 
blocks to give his house a wide berth and headed foi 
motor pool. 

“You’re pretty sure no one will give us trouble ai 
garage,” Melanie said. 

“Well, there’s no way to know for sure,” E 
said. “But I don’t think so. The motor-pool people 
a life of their own. Besides, Siegfried has probably 
the story of our disappearance and reappearance a se 
He’d have to if he were truly planning on handin 
over to the Equatoguinean authorities.” 

“I hope you are right,” Melanie said. She sig 
“I’m half wondering if we shouldn’t just try to drive 
of the Zone behind one of the trucks instead of b 
cring with four Americans we’ve never met.” 

“Those people got in here somehow,” Kevin i 
“Fm cotmting on their having had a plan to get 
Running the main gate should be considered our 
ditch option.” 

They pulled into the busy motor-pool facility. 1 
had to squint under the glare of the mercury-v£ 
lights. They continued until they came to the re 
section. Kevin parked behind a bay with the cab i 
semi up on the hydraulic lift. Several greasy mecha 
were standing under it, scratching their heads. 

“Wait here,” Kevin said, as he alighted from 
Toyota. 

He walked inside and preeted the men. 


diramisomeS 5“ 15 

“Just us tourists,” Jack said. “Arc wc iniited to *e 

part)'?” . , , 

“I understand you are Americans ” Ke\'m said. c 

“Like apple pie and baseball,” Jack said. if 

Kc\Tn could suddenly hear other voices in the dark, * 
but they were unintelligible, ; 

“You people have to realize what a dangerous situ- 
ation you’ve gotten yourselves into,” Kevin said. 

“Really,” Jack said. “We thought this was how all \ 
visitors to Cogo were treated.” , 

Kevin thought that whomever he was speaking with. ; 
would certainly get along well with Melanie. , 

“I’m going to tr)' to pull these bars out,” Kevin said. ' 
“Arc you all in the same cell?” i 

“No, we have two beautiful ladies in the cell to my 
left.” 

“Okay,” Kevin said. “Let’s see what I can do with 
these bars first.” 

Kevin got up and went back for the chain. Returning 
to the window well, he threaded one end through the 
bars into the abyss. 

“Hook this around one of the bars a number of 
times,” Kevin s<ud. 

I like this,” Jack said. “It reminds me of an old 
Western movie.” 

Back at the Toyota, Kevin secured the chain to the 
trailer hitch. \Vhcn he got back to the window well he 
gently pulled on the chain. He could see it was tied 
securely around the central bar. 

Looks good,” Kevin said. “Let’s see what happens.” 
He climbed back into the vehicle and made .sure ir 
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cassette player, only theirs was cranking out African 
music at full volume. 

“That’s the kind of party I was counting on,” Kevin 
said. He made a wide turn and then backed toward the 
building. He could just make out tlie window wells for 
the subterranean jail within the shadows of the groimd- 
floor arcade. 

He stopped the car within five feet of the building 
and put on the emergency brake. AH three gazed into 
the room occupied by the soldiers. They couldn’t see 
much of the room and none of the soldiers because the 
line of sight was on an angle through an unglazed 
window. The window’s shutter had been raised and 
hooked to the ceiling of the arcade. A number of empty 
wine bottles were on the sill. 

“Well, it’s now or never,” Kevin said. 

“Can we help?” Melanie asked. 

“No, stay put,” Kevin said. 

Kevin climbed from the car and walked in imder the 
^ nearest arch to stand within the shelter of the arcade. 

' The sound of the music was deafening. Kevin’s major 
concern was that if someone looked out the window, 
Kevin would be seen immediately. There was nothing to 
hide behind. 

Looking down at the window well, Kevin could see 
the barred opening. Beyond the bars was utter darkness. 
There was not the faintest light within the cell. 

Getting down on his hands and knees first, Kevin lay 
on the stone floor with his head over the lip of the 
window well. With his free close to the bars, he called 
out over the noise of the music: “Hello! Anybody in 
there?” 
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back v,indow. Kciin cautiously eased tbe car fbra-ar< 
take the slack out of the chain. 

“All right, here vrc go,” E£%Tn said to Melanie : 
Candace. He began to press on the accelerator. 
hea\y-duty Toyota engine strained, but Kevin coulc 
bear it. The hum of the motor was drowned out by 
frenzied beat of a popular Zairean rock group. 

Suddenly, the vehicle lurched forward. Hastil}', Ke 
braked. Behind them they heard a terrible clanging o 
the sound of the music like someone hitting a fire esc: 
with a curbstone. 

Kevin and the w'omen winced. They looked back 
the opening into the army post. To their relief, no c 
appeared to check out the awful sound. 

Kevin jumped out of the Toyota with the intenti 
of going back to see what had happened when he aim: 
ran into an impressfrely muscled black man heading rig 
for him. 

“Good job, man! My name’s Warren and this is Jack 
C^^ack had come up alongside Warren. 

■j;'- “iVrm Kevin.” 

> /“Cool,” Warren said. “You back these wheels up, ai 
, v-’Il see what we can do with the other opening.” 

“How did you get out so quickly?” Kevin asked. 

“Man, you pulled out the whole friggin’ frame, 
Warren said. 

Kevin climbed into the car and slowly backed up. H 
could see the two men had already detached the chain 
= “It worked!” Melanie said. “Congratulations.” 

“I must admit it w^as better than I thought,” Kevi 
said. 


same fate as you: to be turned over to the Equatoguinean 
authorities.” 

‘Would that have been a problem?” Jack asked. 

Kevin let out a little derisive laugh. In the back of his 
mind, he could see the skulls on Siegfried’s desk. “It 
would have been more than a problem. It would have 
meant a hush-hush mock trial followed by a firing 
•‘squad.” 

“No shit!” Warren said. 

“In this country', it is a capital offense to interfere 
with GenSys operations,” Kevin said. “And the manager 
is the one who decides whether someone is interfering 
or not.” 

“A firing squad?” Jack repeated with horror. 

“I’m afraid so,” Kevin said. “The army here is good 
at it. Thc3'’vc had a lot of practice over the years.” 

“Then we’re even more in debt to you people than 
vve thought,” Jack said. “I’d no idea.” 

Laurie looked out the side window of the car and 
shuddered. It was just sinking in how seriously her life 
was on the line and that the threat was not yet over. 

“How come you guv's were in the soup?” Warren 
asked. 

“It’s a long storv’,” Melanie said. 

“So is ours,” Laurie said. 

“I have a question,” Kevin said. “Did you people 
come here because of Carlo Franconi?” 

“Wlioal” Jack said. “Such clairvoyance! I’m iin- 
pressed, and intrigued. How u^11t cv^rtlv 

is your role here in Cogo?’ 

“Me, in particular?” Kc 

“Well, all of you,” Jack 
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‘Wow!” Jack commented. “Ingenious and in 

prcssivc, but also a little scar}’’. 

“It’s more than scary,” Kevin said. It s a tragedy ( 
sorts. The problem is I transferred too many huma 
genes. I’ve accidentally created a race of protohumans. 
“You mean like Neanderthals?” Laurie asked. 

“More primith'e by millions of years,” Kevin sai< 
?“Morc like Luqt But they’re intelligent enough to u; 
fire, make tools, and even converse. I think they are tl, 
way we were four or fh'e million years ago.” 

‘T\T]erc are these creatures?” Laurie asked with alarn 
“The}’’rc on a nearby island,” Kevin said, “where th< 
have been living in comparative freedom. Unfortunatel 
that’s all about to change.” 

“Why is that?” Laurie asked. In her mind’s eye, si 
could see these protohumans. As a child she’d be< 
fascinated by cavemen. 

Kevin quickly told the story of the smoke ev'entual 
bringing him, Melanie, and Candace to the island, t 
related how they’d been captured and then rescue 
He also told them about the creatures’ fate of fecu 
life-long internment in tiny concrete cells purely becau 
they were too human. 

^ “That’s aw’ful,” Laurie commented. 

/ ‘It s a disaster!” Jack said with a shake of his hea 
“l\’hat a story!” 

“This world isn’t ready for a new race,” Warren sai 
“Wc’vc got enough trouble with what we have ahead} 
“Wc’rc coming up on the waterfront,” Kev 
announced. “The square at the base of the pier is arou 
the next bend.” 

Tlien stop here,” Jack said. “There w’as a sold 
there when 
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Kevin, Melanie, and Candace looked at each other to 
see who wanted to speak first. 

“We were all part of the same program,” Candace 
said. “But I was just a minor player. I’m an intensive- 
care nurse for a surgical transplant team.” 

“I’m a reproductive technologist,” Melanie said. “I 
provide the raw materials for Kevin to work his magic, 
and once he has, I see to it that his creations are brought 
to fruition.” 

“I’m a molecular biologist,” Kevin explained with a 
sigh of regret. “Someone who overstepped his bounds 
and committed a Promethean blunder.” 

“Hold up,” Jack said. “Don’t go too literary on me. 
I know I’ve heard of Prometheus, but I can’t remember 
who he was.” 

“Prometheus was a Titan in Greek mythology,” 
Laurie said. “He stole fire from Olympus and gave it to 
man.” 

“I inadvertently gave fire to some animals,” Kevin 
said. “I stumbled on the way to move chromosome 
parts, particularly the short arm of chromosome six from 
jone cell to another, from one species to another.” 

’■ “So you took chromosome parts from humans and 
. put them into an ape,” Jack said. 

“Into the fertilized egg of an ape,” Kevin said. “A^' 
bonobo to be exact.” 

“And what you were really doing,” Jack continued, 
“was custom-designing the perfect organ transplant 
source for a specific individual.” 

“Exactly,” Kevin said. “It wasn’t what I had in mind 
in the beginning. I was just a pure researcher. What I 
ended up doing was something I was lured into because 
of its economic potential.” 
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“Any problem?” Kevin asked. 

“Nope,” Jack said. “He was very accommodating. Of 
oursc, Warren can be very persuasive when he wants to 

iC.” , 

“Does the Chickee Hut Bar have a parking area?” 

Varren asked. 

“It docs,” Kc\in said. 

''“Drive there!” Warren said. 

Kevin backed up, took a right and then the first left. 
U tlic end of the block he pulled into an expansive 
sphalt parking lot. The darkened Chickee Hut Bar was 
ilhouettcd ahead. Beyond the bar was the sparkling 
:xpanse of the broad estuary. Its surface shimmered in 
he moonlight. 

Kevin drove directly up to the bar and stopped. 

“You all wait here,” Warren said. “I’ll check on the 
3oat.” He climbed out with the assault rifle and quickly 
Jisappeared around the bar. 

“He moves quickly,” Melanie commented. 

“You have no idea,” Jack said. 

“Is tliat Gabon on the other side of the water?” Laurie 
asked. 

“It sure is,” Melanie said. 

“How far is it?” Jack asked, 
f About four miles straight across,” Kevin said. “But 
- i should tr)' to get to Cocobeach. That’s about ten 
miles away. From there we can contact the American 

Embassy’ in Libreville who will certainly be able to help 
us.” ^ 

“How long will it take to get to Cocobeach?” Laurie 
asked. 

»nr ^ 

cr course, it depends on the speed of the boat.” 
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Kevin pulled over to the side of the road and turned 
off the headlights. He kept the engine running for the 
air-conditioning. Jack and Warren got out the back and 
ran down to the corner. Carefully, they peeked around 
the bend. 

“If our boat is not there, are there other boats around 
here?” Laiurie asked. 

“Fm afraid not,” Kevin said. 

“Is there another way out of town besides the main 
gate?” Laurie asked. 

“That’s it,” Kevin said. 

“Heaven help us,” Laurie commented. 

Jack and Warren came back quickly. Kevin lowered 
his window. 

“There’s a soldier,” Jack said. “He’s none too atten- 
tive. In fact, he might even be asleep. But we’ll still have 
to deal with him. I think it best you all stay here.” 

“Fine by me,” Kevin said. He was more than happy 
to leave such business up to others. If left to him, he 
wouldn’t have had any idea what to do. 

Jack and Warren returned to the corner and disap- 
peared. 

Kevin raised his window. 

Laurie looked at Natalie and shook her head. “I’m^ 
sorry about all this. I suppose I should have known. Jack 
seems to have a penchant for finding trouble.” 

“No need to apologize,” Natalie said. “It’s certainly 
not your fault. Besides, things are looking a lot better 
than they did only fifteen or twenty minutes ago.” 

Jack and Warren reappeared in a surprisingly short 
time. Jack was holding a handgun, while Warren was 
carrying an assault rifle. They got into the back of the 
Toyota. 
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There were only four paddles. Besides the men, 

Melanie insisted on paddling. 

“I want to get about a hundred yards away from the 
shore before I start the motor,” Jack explained. “There’s 

no sense taking any chances.” 

Evcr\’onc looked back at peaceftil-appearing Cogo 
whose whitewashed buildings shrouded in mist glim- 
::\ercd in the silver moonlight. The surrounding jungle 
f< uicd tlie town with midnight blue. The walls of veg- 
eution were like tidal waves about to break. 

The night sounds of the jungle fell astern. The only 
noise became the gurgle of the paddles passing through 
tlie water or their scraping along the side of the boat. 
For a time, no one spoke. Racing hearts slowed, and 
breathing tended toward normal. There was time to 
think and even look around. The newcomers in par- 
ticular were captivated by the arresting beauty of the 
nocturnal African landscape. Its sheer size was over- 
whelming. Everything seemed bigger in Africa, even the 
night sky. 

For KcMn it was different. His relief at having escaped 
Cogo, and iiasing helped others to do so as well, only 
; made his anguish about the fate of his chimeric bonobos 
I**” poignant. It had been a mistake to have 

f \ them, but abandoning them to a lifetime of 
.c^tiMty in a tiny cage compounded his guilt. 

After a time. Jack picked up his oar and dropped it 
:- into the bottom of tlie boat. “Time to start the engine,” 

he announced. He grasped the outboard and tilted ’it 
- down into tlie water. 


> ^Vait a second,” KeMn said suddenly. “I have a 
, - -equesL Something I have no right to ask of you people 
Hit It is important.” ^ ^ ’ 
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Warren reappeared and came to the car. Kevin lowered 
his window again. 

“We’re cool,” Warren said. “The boat’s there. No 
problem.” 

“Hooray,” everybody replied in unison. They piled 
out of the car. Kevin, Melanie, and Candace brought 
their canvas bags. 

“Is that your luggage?” Laurie teased. 

“This is it,” Candace said. 

Warren led the group into the darkened bar and 
aroimd to where there were steps to the beach. 

“Let’s move quickly until we get behind the retaining 
wail,” Warren said. He motioned for the others to 
precede him. 

It was dark beneath the pier, and everyone had t( 
move slowly. Along with the sotmd of the small wave 
lapping against the shore was the noise of large crab 
scampering into their sand burrows. 

“We’ve got a couple of flashlights,” Kevin sai' 
“Should we use them?” 

“Let’s not take the chance,” Jack said as he litera 
bumped into the boat. He made sure it was reasonai 
stable before telling everyone to climb in and move 
the stern. As soon as everyone had done so. Jack co 
feel the bow become lighter. Leaning against the bi 
he began to push it out. - 

“Watch out for the crossbeams,” Jack said as 
jumped aboard. 

Everyone helped by reaching for the wood piles 
pulling the boat silently along. It took them only s 
minutes to travel to the end of the pier which 
blocked by the floating dock. At that point they ai 
the boat out into moonlit open water. 
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“At least I could tell myself I tried,” Kevin said. “I 
feel that I have to do something.” 

“Hey, why not?” Jack said. “I think I like the idea 
too. iVhat does everj'body else say.!*” 

“To tell you the truth, I’d like to see one of these 
animals,” Warren said. 

“Let’s go,” Candace said enthusiastically. 

. “Okay by me,” Natalie said. 

1 “I couldn’t think of a better idea,” Melanie said. 
“Let’s do it!” 

Jack gave the engine cord a few pulls. The outboard 
roared to life. Pushing over the helm. Jack steered 
toward Isla Francesca. 
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Jack straightened up from bending over the gas tar 
“What’s on your mind, sport?” he asked. 

“See that island, the last one in the chain?” Ket 
said while pointing toward Is!a Francesca. “That’s whc 
all the bonobos are. They’re in cages at the foot oi 
bridge to the mainland. I’d like nothing better than 
go over there and release them.” 

“What would that accomplish?” Laurie asked. 

“A lot if I could get them to cross the bridge,” Ke\ 
said. 

“Wouldn’t your Cogo friends just round them i 
again?” Jack asked. 

“They’d never find them,” Kevin said, warming ; 
his idea. “They’d vanish. From this part of Equatori 
Guinea and stretching for a thousand miles inland 
mostly virginal rain forest. It encompasses not only tb 
country but vast regions of Gabon, Cameroon, Cong 
and Central Afiican Republic. It’s got to be a millic 
square miles, parts of which are still literally unexplored. 

“Just let them go by themselves?” Candace asked. 

“That’s exaedy the point,” Kevin said. “They’d hat 
a chance, and I think they’d make iti They’re resourcefu 
Look at our ancestors. They had to live through th 
Pleistocene ice age. That was more of a challenge ,‘^a 
living in a rain forest.” ' j 

Laurie looked at Jack. “I like the idea.” 

Jack glanced at the island, then asked which directioi 
was Cocobeach. 

“We’d be going out of our way,” Kevdn admitted 
“but it’s not far. Twenty minutes tops.” 

‘What if you let them out and they stay on 
island?” Warren said. 
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moment later, he realized the source: loud We^ A&ican 
rock music emanating from a cheap cassette player. 

Sieefried looked at the docL Seeing that it was dose 
TOO AM., he became instantly incensed. Who could 
: so insolent to make such noise at that time in the 
oming? 

Sensing the noise was coming aaoss the green in 
ont of his house, he got out of bed and stepped onto 
ic veranda. To his surprise and dismay the music was 
iming from Kevin Marshall’s. In fact, Siegfried could 
:e who was responsible; It was the soldiers guarding 
1C house. 

Anger coursed through Siegfried’s body like a bolt of 
Icctricit)’. Ducking back inside his bedroom, he called 
lamcron and ordered the security direaor to meet him 
iver at Kciin’s. Siegfried slammed the phone down. He 
lulled on his clothes. As he left the house he grabbed 
me of his old hunting carbines. 

Siegfried walked directly across the green. The closer 
1C got to Keiin’s, die louder the music became. The 
oldiers were in a puddle of light beneath a bare light 
lulb. Sprinkled across the ground at their feet were 
numerous empty bottles of ssine. Two of the soldiers 
were singing along with the music while playing 
^a^nary instruments. The other tvs'o appeared to have 
passed out. 

By the time Siegfried got to the scene, Cameron’s car 
had careened doivn the cobblestone street and screeched 
to a halt. Cameron jumped out. He was still buttoning 
his shirt as he approached Siegfried. He glanced at the 
mebnated soldiers and was clearly appalled. 

Cameron started to apologize when Siegfried cut him 
• horget about cxpIanation<: cmA ” ■ 



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


March 10, 1997, 1:45 A.M. 

Cogo, Equatorial Guinea 

Siegfried had dreamed the dream a hundred times, ani 
each time it had gotten a little worse. In it, he wa 
approaching a female elephant with a young calf. H 
didn’t like doing it, but a client couple demanded it. 1 
was the wife who wanted to see the baby up close. 

Siegfried had sent trackers out laterally to protect th 
flank while he and the couple neared the mother. Bu 
the trackers to the north became terrified when a hug 
bull elephant appeared. They ran, and to compound thci 
cowardice, they failed to warn Siegfried of the danger 

The sound of the enormous elephant charging 
through the underbrush was like the thunder of ai 
oncoming train. Its shrieks built to a crescendo, and jus 
before impact Siegfried woke up bathed in sweat. 

Panting, Siegfried rolled over and sat up. Reachinj 
through the mosquito netting, he found a glass of water 
and took a drink. The problem with his dream was that 
it was too real. Tliis was the incident through whicli 
he’d lost the use of his right arm and had the skin of his 
face flayed open. 

Siegfhed sat on the edge of his bed for a few moments 
before he realized the shrieking he’d thought was from 
his dream was coming from outside his window. A 
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the gate. As they turned into the parking lot both 
heard the music. 

“Uh-oh!” Cameron said. 

Siegfried stayed silent. He was trying to prepare 
himself for what he now suspected. 

Cameron pulled to a halt at the building. His head 
.. ghts picked up the debris that had resulted when th< 
..iar frames had been yanked out of the wall. The pile o: 
chain was wsible. 


“This is a disaster,” Siegfried said with a tremulous 
voice. He stepped out of the car with the carbine^ 
Although he had to hold the gun with one hand, he 
was an accomplished marksman. In quick succession he 
pulled off three rounds and three of the emptv win» 
bottles on the windowsill of the army post burs: inro 
shards of glass. But the music did not ^ten 
Gripping the gun tightly in his cood hcr-~ 


went over to the army-post window an: 
cassette player was on the desk with 13 
at max. The four soldiers were passed c 
floor or slouched in the rickety 
Siegfried raised the gun. He p^Zed 
fltc cassette player flew off the dtsk. 
'/nc was thrust into a painfifl dl— ^ 

' Siegfried went back to Cameron. 

these men court-martialed. TeZ'^ 
-^-^.^tshereimmediatfe 
intoned 

Sighted stepped beneath the 
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“Get upstairs and make sure Mr. Marshall and his two 
friends are tucked in for the night.” 

Cameron touched the tip of his hat in faint salute. 
He disappeared up the stairs. Siegfried could hear him 
pounding on the door. A moment later, several lights 
went on in the living quarters. 

Siegfried fumed as he watched the soldiers. They ^ 
hadn’t even noticed his presence or Cameron’s. /J 

Cameron came back looking pale and shaking his 
head. “They’re not there.” 

Siegfried tried to control his anger enough to think. 
The level of incompetence with which he had to work 
was astoimding. 

“What about his LandCruiser?” Siegfried snapped. 

“I’ll check,” Cameron said. He ran back, literally 
pushing his way through the singing soldiers. He 
returned almost instantly. “It’s gone.” 

“What a surprise!” Siegfried said sarcastically. Then 
he snapped his fingers and motioned toward Cameron’s 
car. 

Siegfried got in the front seat while Cameron climbed 
in behind the wheel. 

\ “Call and alert your security force,” Siegfried 
V ordered. “I want Kevin’s car found immediately. And 
call the gate. Make sure it hasn’t left the Zone. Meat \ 
while, take me to the town hall.” 

Cameron used his car phone as he maneuvered his 
vehicle around the block. Both numbers were stored in 
his phone’s autodialer so it was a hands-free operation. 
Stomping on the accelerator, he headed north. 

By the time they neared the town hall, the official 
search for Kevin’s car had been initiated. It was readily 
determined that the vehicle had not tried to go through 




dicrs, either. Rather than sening any truJy utilitarian 
purpose, they were just there; one of the costs of doing 
business ssith the Equatoguinean government. But why 
would Kesin’s car be at the Chickee Hut Bar? Then it 


d.wncd on him. 

“Cameron, was it determined how the Americans got 
into town?” Siegfried asked. 

^-.“I’m afraid not,” Cameron said. 

“Was a boat searched for?" Siegfried asked. 

Camcron looked at O'Leary, wro reinctanny repIrecL 
“I didn’t know ans-foing abeer Iccklng mr a bean” 

“WTiat about when you redemd Hmsen ar 
Cameron asked. “T^lten be btlefod yrc. did be msnfrcn 
he’d looked for a boar?" 

“Not a word, dr,” O'Leary sard. 

Cameron swallowed. He rmrred rr "VL frzr 

have to follow up on tfrfr and gm: bnfo nr — m frrrr"' 

“In other words, no cne jrokndfor a arddnrm: 

SiegfHed snapped. “Tnls fr a cnnred“ ^ rm 
I’m not laughing.” 

“I gave spedne erner: for a r-earfrr for a been" 
Cameron said. 


“Obdously, orders are net emnnfo "rr 
Siegfried spat. ‘Tan are mmesed m bn br 
/responsible.” 

fc- Siegfried dosed fcb; and ~ 
lost both groers. AZ be erdd dr" an 
the colonel cal foe amm near - Tidy 

unlikely event foe - - - 

fried \vas far fro- 



were turned and befo b— — - — » ^ ■ — 

Gabon. ^ 
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could tell why they’d come out so easily. The ir 
between the bricks under the stucco had turned to 
To get himself under control, Siegfiried walked a 
way around the town hall. By the time he rou 
the final corner, headlights were coming along the 
They turned into the parking lot. With screeching 
the security patrol car came to a halt next to Came 
car, and the duty officer jumped out. 

Siegfried cursed under his breath as he approa 
rith Kevin and the women plus the Americans mi: 
le bonobo project was in serious jeopardy. They h 
e found. 

“Mr. Spallek,” Cameron said. “I have some i 
lation. Officer O’Leary thinks he saw Kevin Mars! 
ir ten minutes ago. Of course, we can quickly coi 
if it is still there.” 

“Where?” Siegfried asked. 

“In the lot by the Chickec Hut Bar,” O’Leary 
I noticed it on my last tour.” 

“Did you see any people?” 

“No, sir! Not a soul.” 

“There’s supposed to be a guard down there,” i 
ied said. “Did you see him?” 

“Not really, sir,” O’Leary said. 

“What do you mean ‘not really’?” Siegfiied grov 
[e was fed up vrith incompetence. 

“We don’t make it a point to pay much attentio 
le soldiers,” O’Leary said. 

Siegfried looked off in the distance. In a fui 
tempt to control his anger, he forced himself to nc 
3W the moonlight reflected off the vegetation. 
:auty calmed him to a degree, and he relucta 
Imitted that he didn’t pay much attention to the 
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itly darker than out in the open water because the 
cs on cither side formed a canopy. 

Kcdn Tiv-as worried about the rope for the feeding float 
d he’d positioned himself in the bow. He’d explained 
to Jack so Jack was prepared, 

“It’s eerie in here,” Laurie said. 

“Listen to how loud the animals are,” Natalie said. 
■"iVhat you are hearing are mostly frogs,” Melanie 
d. “Romantically inclined frogs.” 

“It’s coming up just ahead,” Kevin said. 

Jack cut the engine then stood in order to tip the 
itboard out of the water. 

There was a soft thud and a scraping noise as the boat 
ssed over the rope. 

“Let’s paddle,” Kevin said. ‘Tt’s only a little way 
rther, and I wouldn’t want to hit a log in the dark.” 
The dense jungle on the right fell away as they reached 
c staging area clearing. Once again they were in 
oonlight. 


“Oh, no!” Ke\in cried from the bow. “The bridge is 
3t deployed. Damn!” 

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” Melanie said. “I still 
JVC tlic key.” She held it up, and it glinted in the low 
' it. “I had a feeling it would come in handy someday.” 

Oh, Melanie!” Kevin gushed. “You’re wonderfiil. 
or a moment tliere, I thought ail was lost.” 


“A deployable bridge that needs a key?” Jack ques- 

loncd. “That’s mighty sophisticated for out here in the 
angle.” 

“Tlierc’s a dock coming up on our right,” Kevin said, 
inat s where we’ll tic the boat up.” 

Jack was in the stem. He iiseH 
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Another thought occurred to him; a more worrisoi 
thought. 

“Is there a guard out at Isla Francesca?” he asked, 

“No, sir. None was requested.” 

“What about at the bridge on the mainland?” Sic 
fried persisted. 

“There was imtil you ordered it removed,” Gamer 
said. 

“Then, we’re going right now,” Siegfried said. ] 
started for Cameron’s car. As he did so, three vehic 
sped down the street and turned into the parking li 
They were army jeeps. They swooped over to the t\ 
parked vehicles and stopped. All of them were filled wi 
soldiers bristling with guns. 

From the front jeep stepped Colonel Mongomo. 
contrast to the slovenly soldiers, he was impeccat 
attired in his martial finery complete with meda 
Despite the fact that it was mght, he wore aviator su 
glasses. He saluted Siegfned stiffly and said he was at 1 
service. 

“I’d be very appreciative if you took care of tho: 
drunk soldiers,” Siegfiied said in a controlled fashia 
while pointing toward the post. “There’s another grot 
where Officer O’Leary can take you. And tell one;! 
these jeeps full of soldiers to follow us. We may nee 
their firepower.” 


Kevin motioned for Jack to slow down. Jack cut bac 
on the throttle and the heavy pirogue quickly loi 
momentum. They had entered the narrow channc 
between Isla Francesca and the mainland. It was signifi 
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from the animals, Kevin put in die key. As he turned it 
on and pressed the green button, he held his breath. 
.Almost immediately he heard the vviiine of a batter)- 
drh'cn electric motor from the mainland side. Then in 
slow motion the telescoping bridge extended across the 
dark river to make contact 'with the cement stanchion 
1 the island. 

■Kevin climbed up on it to make sure it was solidly 
seated. He tried to shake it but it w^as rigidly in place. 
Satisfied, he got down, and he and Melanie hiked in the 
direction of the foresL They couldn’t see the cages 
because of the darkness of the shadows, but they knew^ 
where thej* were. 

“Do you have any plan or are we just going to let 
them all out en masse?” Melanie asked as they w-alked 
across the field. Kevin had die flashlight on so the}’ could 
sec -where thev’ were stepping. 

“Tnt only idea that came to my mind w’as to frnd my 
double, bonobo number one,” Kevin saicL “Unlike me, 
he’s a leader. If I can make him understand, maybe he’d 
take the others.” Kevin shrugged. “Can you think of a 
better idea?” 

“Not at the moment,” Melanie said. 

The cages ■were all lined up in a long row. The smell 
^ as rank since some of die animals had been in their 
ny prisons for more than twenty-four hours. As Kevin 
and Melanie walked along, Kevin shined the light in each 
enclosure. The animals awoke immediately. Some backed 
against the rear waU, tr}ing to shield themselves from 
the glare. Others stood their ground obstinateh’, their 
cv'cs flashing red. 

“How arc you going to recognize him?” Melanie 
asked. 



554 


Robin Cook 


so the bow turned toward the island. A few minut< 
later, they quietly bumped against wood planking. 

“Okay, everybody,” Kevin said. He took a breath. H 
was nervous. He knew he was out of character sine 
he was about to do something he’d never done befon 
be a hero of sorts. “Here’s what I suggest. You all sta 
in the boat. At least for now. I really don’t know ho^ 
these animals are going to react to me. They’re unbelie’^ 
ably strong, so there is a risk. I’m willing to take it fd 
the reasons I’ve already talked about, but I don’t wan 
to put any of you in jeopardy. Is that reasonable?” 

“It’s reasonable, but I don’t know if I agree,” Jacl 
said. “Seems to me you are going to need some help.” 

“Besides, with this AK-47 it’s not as if we can’t defenc 
ourselves,” Warren said. 

“No shooting!” Kevin said. “Please. Particularly nol 
for my benefit. That’s why I want you all to stay here. 
If things go badly, just leave.” 

Melanie stood up. “Fm almost as responsible as you 
for these creatures’ existence. I’m helping whether you 
like it or not, bucko.” 

Ke\'in made an expression of exasperation. 

“No pouting,” Melanie said. She climbed out of the 
boat onto tiie dock. 

“Sounds like a party,” Jack said. He stood up\;N! 
follow Melanie’s lead. 

“You sit do\vn!” Melanie said sternly. “At the 
moment, it’s a private party.” 

Jack sat. 

Kevin got out his flashlight and joined Melanie on 
the dock. “We’ll work very quickly,” he promised. 

The first line of business was the bridge. Without it, 
the plan would fiiil no matter what the response v'as 


,0 reach back along te right ai& of fe ^ ® 

rrepidation, fcin released *e latda 0 P-=- 

'*'&* and Melanie stepped bacL 
flashlight toward the ground rather ' , 

the aval’s face. Bonobo rannher one eaucrpd 
f ' stood up to his foil hei^t. Heloo^d to fos len: 

^, ‘j to his right before redirectsng his atteniios 
two humans. 

“Atah,” Kevin s^d again while backing up- Alek-i.'- 


stayed in step. 

Bonobo number one started forwarch stretching as 
he walked like an athlete warming up. 

Kevin turned his body around so he could vraLc easier, 
ipeated “atah” several more times. The animalh 
expression didn’t change as he followed- 
vin led to the bridge and c&ibed up on it. He 
repeated “atah.” 

)nobo number one hesitantly dimbed onto the con- 
stanchion. Kevin backed up until he was standing 
1C middle of the span. The bonobo came out onto 
bridge warily. He glanced frequently from side to 


ievin then tried somctlung they’d not tested o: 
bur. Kevin strung bonobo words together. He use 
from the episode when bonobo number one trie 
p’c the dead monkey to Candace. He used “zit 
'Jch bonobo number one bad used to get them to £ 

foe cave. And finally he used “arak,” which dtev' we 
site sure meant “aw'ay.” 

Sta zit arak,” Kevin said. He opened his fingers a 
'cpt his hand away from his chest, the gesture t 
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“I wish I could count on seeing my watch,” Kevin 
said. “But the chances of that arc slim. I suppose it’s up 
to recognizing that awful scar he has.” 

“It’s rather ironic that he and Siegfried have almost 
same scar,” Melanie said. 

Don’t even mention that man’s name,” Kevin said ^ 
' gosh, look!” The light illuminated bonobo numbci f 
s frightfully scarred face. He stared back defiantly^'^''' 
It’s him,” Melanie cried. 

Bada,” Kevin said. He patted his chest as the bonobo 
lies had done when he, Melanie, and Candace had 
been brought to the cave. 

onobo number one tilted his head and the skin 
^een his eyes furrowed. 

Bada,” Kevin repeated. 

lowly, the bonobo raised his hand and patted liis 
t. Then he said “bada” as clearly as Kevin had. 
evin looked at Melanie. They were both shocked, 
ough they had tentatively conversed with Arthur, it 
been in such a different context, they’d never been 
rely sure they were actually communicating. This was 
rent. 

Atah,” Kevin said. It was a word they’d heard fre- 
itly starting from the moment bonobo number one 
yelled it when they’d first encountered him. THV 'sl- 
ight it meant “come.” 
onobo number one didn’t respond, 
levin repeated the word then looked at Melanie. “I 
’t know what else to say.” 

Neither do I,” Melanie said. “Let’s go for it and 
1 the door. Maybe he’ll respond then. I mean it is 
[ for him to ‘come’ when he’s locked up.” 

Good point,” Jack said. He stepped around Melanie 


cJvomofoa* S 




around the animal while tcet^S on the edge. The 
bonobo watched him but didn’t mo%-e. 

“This is so nen'e-wrackmel” Kevin complained wmen 
he climbed dotvn from the bridge. 

“Do we want him to stay here?” Melanie asked. 

Kem scratched his head. ‘T don’t know. He might 
be a lure to get the o^ers over here, but then again, 
'■'"be he should come back with us.” 

don’t we just start walking?” Melanie said. 
We’U let him decide.” 

Melanie and Kevin set out for the animal cages. They 
,’cre pleased when bonobo number one immediately 
limbed from the bridge and followed. 

They walked quickly, conscious that Candace and the 
)thcr people were waiting. When they got to the cages 
hey didn’t hesitate. Kevin opened the door on the first 
cage while Melanie did the second. 

The animals emerged quickly and immediately 
exchanged ivords with bonobo number one, Kevin and 
Melanie went to the next two cages. 

Within only a few minutes, there were a dozen 
milling about, vocalizing and stretching. 

“It’s working,” Kevin said. “I’m sure of in 5 n::^ 
wcr; ,just going to run off in the forest nn nn; 

.d, they would have already done so. I nmr nnr 
know thq' have to leave.” ~ 

Maybe I should get Candace anc ■nnr"''-^ — 

Melanie said. “They should IITtl 

help speed things up.” ' 

; idea,” Kerin saicLHe i--:::^ 

, of cages. He knew there we:^ 

Melanie ran off into the - 
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Candace had described in the operating room. ; 
hoped his amalgamated sentence said: “You go aw 

After repeating the phrase once again, Kevin po 
to the northeast in the direction of the limitless 
forest. 

Bonobo number one rose up on the balls of hi; 
and looked over Kevin’s shoulder at the dark 
mainland jimgle. He then looked back in the dire 
of the cages. Spreading his arms he vocalized a sen 
sounds Kevin and Melanie had not heard, or at leas 
associated with any specific activity. 

“What’s he doing?” Kevin asked. At that point 
animal was facing away from him. 

“I could be wrong,” Melanie said, “but I think 
making reference to his people.” 

“My god!” Kevin said. “I think he might have uri 
stood my meaning. Let’s let more'of the animals ot 

Kevin walked forward. The bonobo sensed his m( 
ment and turned to face him. Kevin hesitated, 
bridge was about ten feet wide, and Kevin was concer 
about coming too close. He remembered all too 1 
how easy it had been for the bonobo to pick him up i 
throw him like a rag doll. 

Kevin stared into the animal’s face to try to see : 
emotion, but he couldn’t. All he got was a repeat ofr 
uncanny sensation that he was looking into an ev 
utionary mirror. 

“What’s the matter?” Melanie asked. 

“He’s scary,” Kevin admitted. “I don’t knowwhetl 
to pass him or not.” 

“Please, not another Mexican standoff,” Melanie sai 
“We don’t have much time.” 

“Okay,” Kevin said. He took a breath and inch< 
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time. Then he pointed toward the unexplored African 

Bonobo number one bowed his head momentarily 
before leaping up on top of the stanchion. Looking out 
over his people, he vocalized for a final time before 
turning his back on Isla Francesca and crossmg the 
bridge to the mainland. The mass of the bonobos silently 

'owed. 

*“It’s like watching the Exodus,” Jack quipped. 

“Don’t be blasphemous,” Laurie teased. But, as with 
all teasing, there was an element of truth. She was truly 
awed by the spectacle. 

As if by magic the animals melted into the dark jungle 
without a sound. One minute they were a restive crowd 
milling about the base of the bridge; the next m i n ute 
ihcj' were gone like water soaking into a sponge. 

The humans didn’t move or talk for a moment. 
Finally, Kevin broke the silence. “They did it, and Fm 
pleased,” he said, “Thank you all for helping. Maybe 
now' I can come to terms with what I did in creating 
them.” He stepped up to the bridge and pressed the red 
button. With a whine, the bridge retracted. 

The group turned away from the stanchion and 
to trudge back to the pirogue. 

(That w'as one of the strangest pageants Fvs c^er 

^ .1,” Jack said. 




Halfivay to the canoe, Melanie suddenly stopped 
cried; “Oh, no! Look!” 

Evcrj'onc’s eyes darted aaoss the river in the direeden 
she was pointing. Hcadfight beams from several v^hiefe 
could be intermittently seen through die foGane Tre 
' chides were descending the trade Icadm'r tc. 
mechanism. “ 


the fcridse 
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the next cage. He noticed that bonobo number oi 
stayed nearby to greet each newly freed animal. 

By the time Kevin had released a half dozen mo 
animals, the humans arrived. At first, they were intin- 
dated by the creatures and didn’t know how to act. T1 
animals ignored them except for Warren whom they ga' 
a wide berth. Warren had brought the assault rifle, whic 
Kevin guessed reminded the animals of the dart gunr; 

“They are so quiet,” Laurie said. “It’s spooky.” 

“They’re depressed,” Kevin said. “It could be froi 
the tranquilizer or from having been iniprisoned. Bi 
don’t go too close. They might be quiet, but they ai 
very strong.” 

“What can we do to help?” Candace asked. 

“Just open the cage doors,” Kevin said. 

With seven people working, it took only a few minute 
to get ail the cages open. As soon as the last animal ha 
emerged into the night, Kevin motioned for everyon 
to start toward the bridge. 

Bonobo number one, who’d been shadowing Kevin 
clapped his hands loudly just as he’d done when Kevii 
and the women had first come upon him in the cul-de 
sac of the marshy field. Then he vocalized raucous!; 
before starting after the humans. Immediately thef^:'^ 
of the bonobos quiedy followed. 

The seven humans led the seventy-one transgcni( 
bonobos in a procession across the clearing to the bridg* 
of their freedom. Arriving at the span, the hiunan: 
stepped aside. Bonobo number one stopped at tht 
cement stanchion. 

“Sta zit arak,” Kevin repeated as he spread his finger; 
and swept his hand away from his chest for the final 


“My guess is Siegfried and Cameron are going back 
to Melanie said. “Knowing we’re on the island, 
the)’ probably feel pretty confident.” 

The headlights on the second vehicle suddenly went 
out, thrusting the entire area into darkness. Even the 
moonlight was meager since the moon had sunk low in 
the western sky. 

“I preferred it when we had some idea wiiere they 
4’cre and what they were doing,” Warren said. 

“How big is this island?” Jack asked. 

“About six miles long and two wide.” eieriz said. 
“But...” 

“They’re making a fire,” Warre- said. - — — 
Kcdn. 

A dot of golden light ~ ~ 
mechanism, then fiai^d — htr a -?—■*-.. — ■ ~ 

figures of the so:±'et? crtdd he 
peripher)' of the light. ~ 

“Isn’t that nice,” Jtd: :sii -l--rr — - 

making themselves at hctte.~ ^ 

arc we £—=-■- — ^ 

despairingly. ~ ^ 

Wc don’t have s, ^ 

*he base of the ~ 

“Let’s hop: thq-'^ 

here,” Jack said. ” ^ ^ -" cr 

They won t com: ^ - 

^vay the:dd come 

there s no need ” .^tt. jt.eest.er_ 

^It'terc." ' ' ’ tr — -- r.— 
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“Wc can’t get to the boat!” Warren blurted. “The 
see us.” 

“We can’t stay here, either,” Jack said. 

“Back to the cages!” Kevin cried. 

They all turned and ran toward the bulwark of 
jungle. The moment they ducked behind the cag 
the headlight beams swept across the clearing as i 
vehicles turned to the west. The vehicles stopped, 1 
the headlights stayed on and the en^es kept runnir 

“It’s a group of Equatoguinean soldiers,” Kevin sa 

“And Siegfried,” Melanie said. “I can recognize h 
anywhere. And that’s Cameron Mclvcrs’s patrol car.’ 

A searchlight snapped on. Its high-intensity Ii{ 
played along the row of cages then swept the bank 
the river. It quickly found the canoe. 

Even fifty yards away, they could hear excited voi( 
responding to the discovery of the boat. 

“This is not good,” Jack said. “They know wc 
here.” 

A sudden and sustained burst of heavy gunfire sh: 
tered the tranquility of the night. 

“What on earth are they shooting at?” Laurie aske 

“I’m afraid they’re destroying our boat,” Jack sai 
“I suppose that’s bad news for my deposit.” 

“This is no time for humor,” Laurie complained. 

An explosion rocked the night air, and a fireball brie 
illuminated the soldiers. “That must have been the g 
tank,” Kevin said. “So much for our transportation.” 

A few minutes later, the searchlight went out. Tht 
the first vehicle made a U-turn and disappeared bac 
up the track leading to Cogo. 

“Does anybody have an idea what’s happening?” Jac 
asked. 
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tracking to find the trail. Knowing what kind of creatures 
inhabited the forest, Kevin held his breath each time he 
extended his hand or his foot into the blackness. 

Behind Ketin, the others had aligned themselves m 
snakelilce single file, each holding on to the unseen figure 
ahead. Jack had tried to make light of the situation, but 
after a time c\’en his usually resourceful flippancy failed 
' lim. From then on, they were all victims of their own 
fears as the nocturnal creatures chattered, chirped, 
bellowed, twittered, and occasionally screamed around 
them. 

i\'hcn they finally deemed it safe to use the flashlights, 
they made better progress. At the same time, they shud- 
dered when they saw the number of snakes and insects 
that they encountered, knoxsing that prior to the use ol 
the flashlights they had been passing these same creature* 


unawares. 


By the time they reached the marshy fields around 
Lago Hippo, the eastern horizon xvas faindy beginning 
to lighten. Leasing the darkness of the forest, they 
mistakenly believed the xvorst was behind them. But 
it wasn’t the case. The hippopotami were all out of 
the water grazing. The animals looked enormous in the 
predawn twilight. 

not look it but they are very dangerous,” 
Kcsin warned. “More humans are killed by them thii 
you’d think.’’ 


The group took a circuitous route to give the hinno- 
potam. a mde berth. But as they neared the reeds wiere 

ml hzd to 

P close by two particularly large hippoc Th-'--'~-- 



said. “It’s only about thirty or forty feet wide am 
no current to speak of.” 

“I’m not a good swimmer,” Warren said n< 
“I toid you that.” 

“This whole area is also infested with croc 
Kevin said. 

“Oh, God!” Laiuie said. “Now he tells us.” 

“But, listen! We don’t have to swim,” Kevin s 
least, I don’t think so. The boat that Melanie, C 
and I used to get here is most likely where 
it, and it’s big enough for all of us.” 

“Fantastic!” Jack said. “Where is it?” 

T’m afraid it’s going to require a little hike, 

. “It’s a little more (han a mile, but at leas 

eshly cleared trail.” 

‘Sounds like a walk in the park,” Jack said. 

‘What time is it?” Kevin asked. 

‘Three-twenty,” Warren said. 

‘Then we only have approximately an hour at 

ore daylight,” Kevin said. ‘We’d better start 


at Jack had facetiously labeled a walk in t 
led out to be one of the most harrowing exp 
t any of them had ever had. Unwilling to 
blights for the first two to three hundred yar 
proceeded by a process that could only be termed 
blind leading the blind. The interior of the jungle 
been entirely devoid of light. It was so utterly dark 
ad been difficult for anyone to even know whether 
I eyes were open or not. 

Cevin had gone first to feel his way along the ground, 
dng frequent wrong choices that required back- 
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Dn-iso. Unfortunately, there were lots of hippos and ever 
a few crocodiles forcing them to paddle twice the usua 
distance just to keep clear. 

Before they slipped into the foliage hiding the moutl 
3f the jungle-lined river they caught a glimpse of somi 
loldicrs entering the clearing in the distance. 

“Do you think they saw us?” Jack asked from hi 
'osition in the bow. 

' “There’s no way to know,” Kevin said. 

“We’re getting out of here by the skin of our teeth,’ 
ack said. 

The waiting was as hard on the women as it ha( 
)ccn on Jack and Warren. When the small canoe pullei 
longsidc, there were literal tears of relief. 

The final svorry' was the outboard motor. Jack agreci 
0 attend to it because of his experience with simila 
ngincs as a teenager. While he checked it over, th 
thers paddled the hea%7 canoe out of the reeds int 
ic open water. 

Jack pumped the gas, then with a little prayer, puUe 
re cord. 

Tlie engine sputtered and caught. It was loud in th 
loming stillness. Jack looked at Laurie. She smiled ani 
avc him the thumbs-up sign. 

Jack put the motor in gear, gave it a full throttle, an* 
ccrcd directly south, where they could see Gabon as 
1C of green along the horizon. 
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Luckily, they charged for the lake with a huge amount 
of commotion and crashing noise. Each multi-ton animal 
created a new wide trail through the reeds to the water. 
For a moment, everyone’s heart fluttered in bis chest. 

It took a few minutes for everyone to recover before 
pushing on. The sky was now progressively brightening, 
and they knew they had no time to lose. The short hike 
had taken much more time than they had anticipated. ^ 

“Thank God it’s stiU here,” Kevin said when he sepa-. ' 
rated the reeds and found the small canoe. Even the 
Styrofoam food chest was still in place. 

But reaching the canoe posed another problem. It 
as quickly decided the boat was too small and too 
ingerous to carry seven people. After a difflcult dis- 
ission, it was decided that Jack and Warren would stay 

the reeds to wait for Kevin to bring the small canoe 
ick. 

Waiting was hell. Not only did the sky continue to 
:t lighter and lighter, presaging imminent da^vn and 
le possible appearance of the soldiers, but there was 
ways the worry that the motorized canoe had disap- 
:ared. Jack and Warren nervously alternated between 
loking at each other and their watches, while fighting 
9F clouds of insatiable insects. And on top of everything 
se, their exhaustion was total. . 

Just when they were thinking that something terrible 
id happened to the others, Kevin appeared at the edge 
: the reeds like a mirage and silently paddled in. 

Warren scrambled into the canoe followed by Jack. 

“The power boat’s okay?” Jack asked anxiously. 

“At least it was there,” Kevin said. “I didn’t try to 
irt the engine.” 

They backed out of the reeds and started for the Rio 
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“Okay, okay, I give up,” Lou managed. He laughed. 
Laurie let him go so that he could give Jack and 
Warren a handshake. Ixiu gave Natalie a peck on the 

“So, you guys have a good trip, or what. Lou ques- 
tioned.’ It was apparent he was all keyed up. 

Jack shrugged and looked at Laurie. It was okay, 
"•c said noncommittally. 

/ ■ “Ycali, it was okay,” Laurie agreed. “The trouble W'as 
nothing happened.” 

“Really?” Lou said. “Fm surprised. You know, being 
Africa and all. I haven’t been there, but I’ve heard.” 
“What have you heard, man?” Warren asked. 

“Well, there’s lots of animals,” Lou said. 

“Is that it?” Natalie asked. 

Lou shrugged, embarrassed. “I guess. Animals and 
the Ebola virus. But like I said. I’ve never been there.” 
Jack laughed, and when he did, so did all the others. 
“What’s going on here?” Lou said. “Are you guys 
pulling my leg?” 

“I’m afrrid so,” Laurie said. “We had a fabulous trip! 
The first part was a little harrowing, but we managed to 
survive that, and once we got to Gabon, we had a ball.” 
“Did you see any aiumals?” Lou asked. 

> / "More than you could imagine,” Laurie said. 

“There, see, that’s what everybody says,” Lou 
rei^kcd. “Maybe someday I’ll go over there myself.” 
The luggage came, and they hoisted it onto their 


uulicca n onto tneu: 

shoulders The,, breezud through Customs and passed 
^ough the terminal. Lou’s unmarked car was at the 


“One of the fril' r\r» 


EPILOGUE 


March 18, 1997, 3:45 P.M. t 

New York City 

Lou Soldano glanced at his watch as he flashed his police 
badge to get him into the Customs area of the inter- 
national arrivals building at Kennedy Airport. He’d hit 
more traffic than he’d expected in the midtown tunnel, 
and hoped he was not too late to greet the returning 
world travelers. 

Going up to one of the skycaps, he asked which 
carousel was Air France. 

“Way dotvn the end, brother,” the skycap said with 
a wave of his hand. 

Just my luck, thought Lou as he broke into a slow 
jog. After a short distance he slowed, and for the one 
milhonth time vowed to stop smoking. 

As he got closer, it was easy to see which carousel he 
was looking for. Air France in block letters showed on i , 
monitor. Around it, the people were four deep. 

Lou made a half circuit before seeing the group. Even 
though they were facing away, he could recognize 
Laurie’s hair. 

He insinuated himself between other passengers and 
gave Laurie’s arm a squeeze. She turned around indig- 
nantly but quickly recognized him. Then she gave him 
a hug so fierce, his face turned red. 
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‘Well, he had something to do vvitri tint orgm tm:3- 
)lant stuff you people v-'cre so interested in," Lon szzi. 
‘But later, for that. Rieht nov,- Pd like to hear abonr d:e 

I ^ 

irst part of your trip: the harrov.ing part." 

“For that you’ll have to buy us dinner,” Laurie said. 
‘It’s kind of a long story.” 
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Laurie sat next to Lou. Lou drove out of the airpori 
and riiey were immediately bogged down in traffic. 

“How about you?” Laurie asked. “Have you beei 
making any headway back here?” 

“I was afraid you weren’t going to ask,” Lou said 
“Things have been going down like you wouldn’ 
believe. It was that Spoletto Funeral Home that was th( 
gold mine. Right now, everybody is lining up to plea 
bargain. I even got an indictment on Vinnie Dominick.’ 

“That’s fantastic,” Laurie said. “What about tha 
awful pig, Angelo Facciolo?” 

“He’s still in the slammer,” Lou said. “We have hirr 
nailed on stealing Franconi’s body. I know it’s not much 
but remember A1 Capone was reeled in on tax evasion.’' 

“What about the mole in the medical examiner’s 
office?” Laurie said. 

“Solved,” Lou said. “In fact, that’s how we have 
Angelo nailed. Vinnie Amendola has agreed to testify.” 

“So, it was Vinnie!” Laurie said with a mixture of 
vindication and regret. 

“No wonder he’s been acting so weird,” Jack said 
from the backseat. 

“There was one unexpected twist,” Lou said. “There 
was someone else mixed up in all this who has taken us 
by surprise. He’s apparently out of tire country at thv 
moment. When he comes back into the country, he’s 
going to be arrested for murder of a teenager by the 
name of Cindy Carlson over in Jersey. We believe Franco 
Ponti and Angelo Facciolo did the actual killing, but it 
was at this guy’s behest. His name is Dr. Raymond 
Lyons. Do either of you guys know him?” 

“Never heard of him,” Jack said. 

“Nor I,” Laurie said. 
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Crossing over: The exchange of parts of chromosomes 
between chromosome pairs during meiosis. 

DNA; The acronym for deoxyribonucleic acid, which 
encodes genetic information. 

Endothellallzation: The healing of the inner surface of 
’'lood vessels by the cells that cover such surfaces. 

Forensic Pathology: A branch of pathology that relates 
pathological science tvith civil and criminal law. 

Gene; A functional unit of heredity that is composed of a 
sequence of DMA located at a specific locus or place on the 
chromosome. 

Genome: The complete complement of genes of an 
organism. In humans, the genome contains approximately 
one hundred thousand genes. 

Granuloma: A growth of a mixture of specialized cells as a 
result of chronic inflammation. 

Histocompatibility; A state when two or more organism; 
share organs or tissue (c.g., identical twins). 

Homologous Chromosome: Chromosomes that are simila 
'ritli respect to their genes and risible structure: e.g., ead 
chromosome of a chromosome pair. 

Homologous Transposition: The exchange of cones 
ponding portions of DMA between homologous chromo 
somes. 


GLOSSARY 


tonobo: An anthropoid ape classified as a species in 1933. 
ijclated to chimpanzees, they occasionally walk upright and 
re found only in a localized area of Zaire. The estimated 
lopulation is less than twenty thousand. 

lentromere: A specialized portion of a chromosome that 
ilays an important role in the reduplication of the chromo- 
omc during cellular division. 

Chimera: A combination of a lion, a goat, and a serpent in 
Ireek mythology. In literature, a chimera is a creation of the 
magination’. an impossible mixture. In biology, a chimera is 
n organism that contains genetically distinct cell types. In 
;enetics, a chimera is an entity containing, a mixture d ; 
)NA firom different sources. 

Chromosome: An elongated structure in the nucleus of a 
ell that contains DNA. In humans and anthropoid apes, 
here are twenty-three pairs of chromosomes for a total of 
orty-six. 


Cicatrix: A scar. 
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Recombinant DNA Technology: The appUed sdence of 
separating, producing, and recombining segments of DNA 
or genes. 

RIbosomal Proteins; The proteins that form a ribosome. 
The DNA that codes for these proteins is spedes specific and 
is used to identify the spedes of tissue (c.g., to determine if 
'nod is human blood or blood of a particular spedes of 
iwmal). 

Ribosome: A cellular entity responsible for manufecturing 
all cellular protein. 

Transgenic; An organism whose genome contains one or 
more genes (rom another spedes (e.g., pigs containing 
human genes to facilitate human reception of pig heart 
valves). 

Vaccine: A substance given to an indiddual to produce 
resistance to disease or infection. 

Xenograft: An organ or tissue taken from one spedes and 
transplanted into another spedes. Generally, a xenograft 
refers to an animal organ or tissue that is transplanted into 
,.nman (c.g., a pig heart valve). 
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Lymphokine: An immunologically active hormone pro- 
duced by certain immune cells called lymphocytes. 

Meiosis: A special type of cellular division that occurs 
during the creation of sex cells (eggs and sperm), resulting 
in each sex cell having half the usual number of chromo- 
somes. In humans, each sex cell has twenty-three 
chromosomes. ^ 

Mitochondria: Self-replicating entities in cells that produce 
energy. 

Mitochondrial DNA: DNA necessary for mitochondrial rep- 
lication. It is inherited only through the maternal line. 

Merozolte: A stage in the life cycle of some parasites that 
enables the organism to disperse and infect additional cells 
within the host. 

Parasite: An organism that Uves on or in another organism 
(or host). A parasite does not help the host; in fact, it 
typically harms the host. 

Parasitology: A branch of biology dealing with parasites.'^., 

Pathology: A branch of medical science involving the cause, 
the process, the anatomic effects, and the consequence of 
disease. 

Recombinant DNA: A composite molecule of DNA that 
has been formed in the laboratory with DNA from separate 
sources. 
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Contagion 

£5.99 


A deadly epidemic.. . carefully planned 

;cr losing his ophthalmologj' practice to AmcriCarc, a ^ant 
iclomcratc, and then his wife and two daughters to an airline 
gedy, Dr John Stapleton’s life is reduced to ashes. He re- 
ins in forensic pathology and moves to the cold, indifferent, 
ncretc maze of Nesv York. 

Tltcre Stapleton bclict’cs himself past caring - yet his sus- 
aons arc aroused as \irulcnt and lethal illnesses be^ to strike 
: young, the old and the innocent regardless. When the 
ivntres of such outbreaks arc revealed to be hospitals and 
flics controlled by the same profit-hungry giant that cannibal- 
:d his presious practice, Stapleton senses that he has stumbled 
on a conspiraq' of catastrophic proportions. 

Giuld that same ruthless corporation be systematically and 
thlcssly eliminating its more costly and time-consuming 
tients? 

Getting at the truth leads Stapleton to an unlikely pairing 
th Terese Hagan, art director at an advertising firm . . . and 
gether thq* discover that behind these killer contagions lies 
I explanation c\cn more dcsious and shocking than could be 
lagincd. 

-cave It to doaor-tumcd-novclist Robin Cook to scare us all 
to death’ 

Los Anffcles Times 
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Invasion 

£5.99 


A deadly threat to life on earth -from the icy mstncss 
of outer space 

To anyone glancing upwards at the night sky, it would li 
seemed like a brilliant shooting star . . . bur moments later ci 
tronic equipment of every kind began to spark and expli 
throughout the city. 

The followng morning, college student Beau Stark is the f 
to pick up one of the countless strange black discs scattered 
and wide. With the first sharp pain, like a bee-sdng, he bccon 
gradually ‘infested’. His flu-like symptoms signify the revival 
an alien virus implanted millions of years ago in mankint 
genetic code - and since then lying dormant until the unwittii 
hosts are sufficiently developed to aid its relentless progress. 

Meanwhile, all over the nation, other human, beings ar 
creatures succumb to the same virus and start to behave biza 
rely and symbiotically - as if controlled by some outsit 
influence. 

As Beau assumes leadership of this growing band of th 
‘infested’, his college friends quickly realize that something trul 
horrifying is happening around them. Desperately struggling t( 
piece together the puzzle, they soon become bunted refugee: 
in a desperate quest to save mankind ~ before the Gateway opens, 

In the chilling tradition of Independence Day, a terrifying 
glimpse into an unthinkable future. 

‘Leave it to doctor tumed-novelist Robin Cook to scare us all 
to death’ 

Los Angeles Times 
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